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rHE
PREFACE

 TO THE

Tuirp VoLuME
OF

BALLADS.

' Have at length

» finith'd 2 Work 1

_____ t had long fince pro-
.mifed, the publication of
which has been retarded
A 3 by



1 Preface.

by divers Accidents. My
two former Prefaces I wrote
in a ludicrous manner; but
wou'd willingly take leave
-of my Readers in a more
ferious Stile; I am not
very fond of the Title of
a Buffoon, nor do I think
common Civility incon-
fitent with an Author or
Editor, let his Concern
for the fuccefs of his
Works be never fo great
or {mall.

The Defign of this
Work I have more than
once mentioned in the

courfe




Preface. 1)

courfe of it; our old Songs
I think ought to be pre-
ferv'd, and fome of them
are really valuable. But I
was determin’'d not to give
a bare Collection of Bal-
lads, but chofe to illuftrate
them with Hiftorical In-
troduttions for the par-
ticular Inftruétion of the
younger, and the general
Benefit of my Readers.
What fuccefs it may meet
with I cannot fay, but I
am fure the Defign is
good, and was well timed :
Hiftory, efpecially our own,
has for many Years been

A 4 too



v Preface.

too much negleted, and
the generality of Englifb-
Men are fuch ftrangers to
ancient Fa&s and the Cuf-
toms of their Kingdom,
that they are eafily mif
led by any Six-penny
Pamphleteer; and indeed
I was once afraid that this
Study wou'd be utterly
difcarded and contemn’d,
but thofe Fears are en-
tirely vanifh'd, fince the
wifeft of Monarchs (in
this particular giving us a
frefh Inftance of his Wif-
dom) has thought fit to

encourage




Preface. v

encourage it in fo Royal
a manner.

I cannot indeed fay as
much in juftification of
the Copper-Plates, which
by fome have been thought
too light and trifling for
the fubje®t; but thefe
were not inferted without
a view: I have known
many a young Body drawn
in to read a Book merely
becaufe they have liked
‘the Picures; if it had not
been for this Reafon, I
can aflure thofe who con-
demn them, that I fhou'd

A g have



Vi Preface.

have been as glad as they
poflibly cou’'d be, to have
had them omitted. That
Additional Charge was
not at all neceflary in a
Work that without it has
coft dear enough.

It may. perhaps be ob-
jeCted, that there are ftill
a great number of old
Songs which are not in-
ferted. This I am very
ready to confefs, and can
add that I have even o-
mitted fome of the moft
antique, but they were ei-
ther little to my purpole,

or




Preface. vij

or written 1n fo old and
obfolete a ftile that few or
none of my Readers wou'd

have underftood ‘em.

There are a great number
of good Songs too, which
were written under the
Reign of King Charles the
Firft, and during Oflwer's
Ufurpation, which at this
time of Day cou'd not be
calld Modern ones; but I
wou'd not come down fo
far as that time, it being
impoffible to have inferted
any thing of that kind,
‘but what- wou'd by fome

one
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one or -other have been
termed Party Strokes; an
Accufation I wou'd always
carefully avoid.

In my lat T promifed
a  good ColleGtion of
drinking Songs, but my
own private bufinefs ob-
liging me to defer the
Work  fometime ; this
opportunity was taken
for thrufting feveral of
thofe Songs into .the
World, upon which I
was defired by fome of
my acquaintance to alter

the method I had pro
pofed ;



Preface. IX

pofed; to make amends
for thefe, I have publifh’d
at the latter end of this
Book, a far better Col-
leGion of Scoick Songs
than that in either of the
former Volumes.

As to the Introduétions
themfelves, I wou'd not
fay any thing in praife of
them that fhou'd favour
too much of Vanity; and
yet I muft beg room for
a few words. I cou’d have
particularizd every Fact
much more than 1 have
done, but I have endea-

vourd,
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vourd, as often as the fub-
je&t wou'd permit, to be
very fhort; nor has my
manner of telling a Story
I hope provd difagree-
able; at leaft I defigned to
do it in as eafly and fa-
miliar a Stile as poffible,
never aiming at a Witty
Turn or Bombaft Expref-
fion. I have to the beft
of my Judgment too, al-
ways related Fa&, for
which I have fearch'd
the moft authentick Hi-
ftorians, never contenting
my felf with the account
given us by any one Wri-
: ' ter ;
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ter: Where I have found
them of different Opini-
ons, 1 have endeavour'd
to reconcile them as near
as poflible, and where I
have venturd to contra-
di®@ received Notions, 1
have not advanced what
I faid upon my own Au-
thority, but in fuch Cafes
have always quoted my
Author, and given fome
Reafon why 1 was rather
inclined to follow his No-
tion than anothers. 1
have at the fame time de-
liverd the Opinion of him
~ who wrote on the contrary

fide,
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fide, and then left the
Reader to judge for him-
felf; and thus much I am
fully fatisfyd of, let the
other Obje&ions be as
many as they will, no
body can accufe me of the
leaft Partiality.



Digitized by GOOS‘[Q



OF

BALLADS

Contained in this VoLuME,

I. TH E ﬂrange Lives of two
young Princes who became
Sheperds  on  Salisbury
Plain. Page 1

2. TheboldCourageand lamentable

Death of King Richard I. 11
3, The Depofing and Murder of
King Richard II. 23
4. The




CONTENTS.
4+ The wooing of Queen Kathe-

rine 4y Owen Tudor, 32
5. The Lg/'e and Death of the
Duke of Buckingham, 38
6. The Life afzd Death of King
Richard III. 47
7. The Story of Ill-May-Day, 54
. The Marriage of Lady Mary

to the D. of Suffolk, 62
9. OF King Henry the VIIIth’s
Szx Queens, 67

The beheading of Lord Guxl-
ford Dudley, and Lady Jane

Grey, 76
11. Queen Mary’s Lamentation
and Death 83
12. The Dutchefs of Suﬂ'olk’

Calamity, 91
13. Rueen Elizabeth’s Courage in
Eighty Eighe, 99

14. Zhe beheading of Robert De-
vereux, Ear/ of Effex 107
* 15. On



CONTENTS.
15. On the Earl of Effex’s Death,

118
16. Queen Elizabeth’s Life and.
Death, 122

17. A Sonnet on her Death, 136
18. The Succeffors of King Ed-

ward IV. 131
19. Zhe Death of Queen Anne

Wife to King James 1. 139
20. Bacchus overcome 145
21. The Praife of Sack 148
22. The Anfwer of Ale, 152
23. The Triumph of Tobacco, 154

24. Bacchus’s Feaff, 157
25. The Loyal Subjeé, 159
25. The Advice - 163 -

27. The Praife of Wine, 164
28. The Ex-Ale-tation of Ale, 166

29. The Greenland Voyage, 172
30. The Farmer’s Daughter of

Wakefield, . 176
31. The Baffed Knight, 178
32. Nothing, 186

33. Time's



33
34-
35-
. The Hunting of the Gods,198
37-
€8.
39-
40.
41.
42.
43.
44-

CONTENTS,

Time's Alteration 189

The old Soldiers 193
The Hunter’s Song, 196

Fair Maudlin, 201
Marcellus @7d Armida, 211
The Lover’s Tragedy, 215
William @7d Margaret, 218
The Fattor's Garland, 221v

10, : 229
The F iddle, 233
The Broom of Cowdenknows,
236

.. Muriland Willie, 238
. The Lafs of Peatic’s Mill,
241

. Befly Bell aud Mary Gray,
243

. Bony Chrifty, 245§
. Scornfi’ Nanfy, 247
. Slighted Nanfy, 249

. Dawn the Barn Davie, 251

52. The




52

53
54

55
56

‘CONTENTS.

2. The Bufp aboon Traquair,

: 253

. Maggie’s Tocher, 255
. Throw the Wood Laddie,
258

. The Gaberlunzie-Man, 259
. The bonny Scot, 262

. Genty 'Libby, and fonfy
Nelly, 263










COLLECTION

OF OLD

I. A Song of the ftrange Lives of two
young Princes in England, who be-
came two Shepherds ‘on Saliséury
Plain, and were afterwards reftored
to their former Eftates.

To the Tune of Z%he Merchant-Man.

T he following Song has_fomething too Romantick
in 1t {0 be taken for Fall; orifit beground-
ed upon Hiflory, it has been fo very much
altered, that theve is fearce a Poffibility of
knowing it again. Certain it is, there is no

Vo, III. B difcover



[2]

difcovering any Trace of fuck a Story under
the Reign of King Stephen; but I am apt to
imagine, the Ballad owed its Birth to fome-
thing that happen'd under that of his imme-
diate Succeffor King Henry 1. The Story 1s
this. Dermot, ome of the lrith Princes
(for lreland, as well as Wales, was /&l
under the Government of feveral petty Mo-
narchs) having been driven out of his Do-
minions, applied himfelf to King Henry,
who being at that time in his Norman Do-
minions, and engaged in War, could lend
kim no Affiftance; but permitted fuck of
his Subjelts, or thofe of his Tributaries as
were willing, to do hum what Service they
could. With this Licenfe Dermot returned
into England; but it proved of no Service to
him. Upon this he went to the Confines of
Wales, and there fought for Aid a long while
in vain, i/l Richard Strongbow, Ear! of
Striguil, (70w Chepftow 7z Monmouth-
thire) agreed with the King to raife a fuffi-
cient Number of Men to recovar his Do-
minsons,upon Condition thatDermot fhould
give him kis Daughter in Marriage, and de-
clare him his Heir, which he promifed. But
not thinking this Aid [peedy and fufficient
enough, he agreed with ome Robert Fitz
Stephens, Brother to the Bifhop of St. Da-
vid's, and a near Relation of Prince Reefe,
one of the Welth petty Monarchks, that if ke
and his kalf Brother, Maurice Fitzgerald,

would
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would rasfe kim a Number of Men, ke would
gve them the Town of Wexford, with the
two adjoining Hundreds. They promifed,
and kepl therr Word ; fending their Forces
under the Command of young Raymund,
thesr elder Brother's Som, a Gentleman of
greal Condull and undaunted Courage. Be-
Jore kis Departure for Ireland, ke went to
wait upon kis Chief, the Earl of Striguil,
and there faw his Stfler Bafilia, a young
Lady of incomparable Beauty,with whom he
Jell deeply in Love. As foon as ke arrived
tn Ireland, Ze attacked his Foes, and be-
kavedhimfelfwithfuchunparallel dBravery,
that ke had almoff vecongquer'd half Der-
mot’s Kingdom before the Arrival of the

Earls Troops, who in Gratitude appointed
kim his General; and Raymund finsfhed his
Work as glorioufly as ke begunit. TheEarl

percesved his Paffion for kis Sifter,but proba-
bly thought her too great a Maitck for kim,
efpecially now ke had married Dermot’s
Daughter, and was declared his Succeffor.
Not long after this William Fitzgerald
died in Wales, and the News being brought
Zo Raymund, /e left Ireland o0 go lake Pof-
Jelfion of kis Father’'s Eftate. No fooner
was ke out of that Kingdom, but Dermot’s
Foes, who dreaded Raymund’s Name, re-
attacked that Monarch and his Son-in-Law,
and with fuch Succefs, that they reduced them
to the utmoft Streights; upon whick the Earl
B2 tmme-
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immediately difpatched an Exprefs to defive
Raymund’s 4 /fiffance ; and fearing a Refu-
Jal, ke offered ksm a Bribe ke was fure ke
could not withfland, kis Stfler in Marriage.
Fired with the Offer, Raymund flew fo Ire-
land with the wings of an impatient Lover,
attacked his Foes, rouled them again, entered
Wexford i Triumph,and wastheremaryied
to the fasy Bafiliainthe Year 1174, withwhom
ke afterwardsreturnwdintohisown Country.
Whether Tradition had altered this Storybe-
Joreit came to our Poet’s Hands, or whether
ke himfelf thought to tell it t/ms, in order to
beautify it, or to fhew his Skillin Paftorals,

I will not ﬁz ; nor indeed will I venture to
affirm pofetively,that this is the Story ke had
in view ; all that I can advance being only
Conjelture. [f I am miftaken, I fhould be
obliged to any one who would fet me right.

Beit as it may, I have given my Readers my
Thoughts, and have told a Story as agrecable
perhaps as the real one would be, could we
difcover ol

pg B N kingly Stephen’s Reign,

B 2 Two royal Dukes there was,
'Y P8 £ That all our other Engli/k Lords,

% »  For Greatnefs far did pafs.
B The one of Devonfhire nam'd,
COVTPPOVPR  That had a Daughter fair,
Whlch he appointed at his Death,
To be his only Heir.
And
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And her in Love commits
Unto the Cormwall Duke,
Whom he with Tendernefs and Care,
Motft kindly undertook :
The Promife being made,
The Duke of Devonshire dies,
And all that Cornwall vow'd to do,
He afterwards denies.

Yet well he educates the Maid,
That Maudlin the was grown,

The faireft Lady under Heaven,
For Beauty being known :

And many Princes fought for Love,
Buat none might her obtain,

For covetous Cornwall to himfelf
The Dukedome fought to gain.

Upon a time Prince Raymond chanc'd
This comely Dame to fee,

With whom he fell fo deep in Love,
As any Prince might be :

Unhappy Youth, what thould he do?
He flill was kept in mew,

Nor he, nor any of his Friends,
Admitted to her View.

One while he melancholy pines
Himfelf with Grief away,

Anon he thinks by force of Arms,
To win her if he may:

Until at length commanding Love
Became to be his Judge,

And chang’d him foon from Lordly State,
Into a Kitchen Drudge.

And fo Accefs he had, good Prince,

His Purpofe to bewray :
But ftill fair Maudlin’s Anfwer was,
She husbandlefs would ftay :

B3 Mean
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Mean while her Guardian beat his Brains,
Her Dukedom to atchieve,
Not caring what become of her,
So he by her might thrive.

And fo refolving that fhe fhould
Unto fome Peafant wed,

And Raymond then fuppos'd a Drudge,
Should fland him in that ftead :

But Maudlin marking his Intent,
Unkindly takes that he

Should bar the noble Match from her,
Thus for a bafe Degree.

The Lady fhifting out of Doors,
Departed then by Stealth,

Than thus with Bafenefs for to match,
That might have liv’d in Wealth :

When Raymond heard of her Efcape,
With fad and grieved Heart,

He left the Palace of the Duke,
And after did depart.

Forgetful of himfelf and Birth,
His Country, Friends, and all,
And minding only her to feek,
That thus had prov’d his Thrall :
Nor meant he after to frequent
The Court, or ftately Towns,
But liv'd with pinching Cares and Grief,
Amongft the Country Grounds.

A Brace of Years upon that Plain,
Near Salisbury that lies,

In great Content with feeding Flocks,
A Shepherd’s Life he tries,

In hopes his Love thereby to wafte ;
But then began again,

Within his Heart a fecond Love,
The worfer of the Twain.

T
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A Country Wench, a Neat-Herd's Maid,
Where Raymond kept his Sheep,

Did feed her Drove, with whom this Prince

In Love was wounded deep:
Where fitting on the downy Plain,
And having fmall to do,
Thefe Shepherds there in friendly fort,
"Thus plainly ’gan to wooe.

I know, fair Maid, quoth Raymond then,
And thou as well as I,

No Maid there is that willingly
With Maidenhead would die :

The Ploughman’s Labour hath no end,
And he will churlith prove,

The Tradefman hath more Work in hand,
Than doth belong to Love.

The Merchant venturing abroad,
Sufpecs his Wife at home,

A Youth will ftill the Wanton play,
An old Man proves a Mome ;

Then chufe a Shepherd, bonny Girl,
Whofe Life is merrieft ftill,

For merrily he fpends his Days,
Thaus on the fair green Hill

And then at Night when Day is done,
Goes home from thence betime,
And in the Fire turns a Crab,
And fings fome merry Rhime;
Nor lacks he Tales, while round about
The Nut-brown Bowl doth trot,
And fitting finging Cares away,
Till he to Bed be got.

There fleeps he foundly all the Night,
Forgetting Morrow’s Cares,
Nor fears the blafting of his Corn,
Nor uttering of his Wares :
Ba

And
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And this I know full well, fair Lafs,
More quiet Nights and Days

The Shepherd fleeps and wakes, than he

Whofe Cattle he doth graze.

A King I fee is but a Man,
And fo fweet Lafs am I,
Content is worth a Monarchy,
And Mifchiefs thoot full high ;
As late it did unto a Duke,
Not dwelling far from hence
Who had a Daughter, fave thy felf,
On Earth the faireft Wench.

With that, good Soul, fhe ftay’d and figh'd,

Speak on, quoth fhe, and tell

How fair the was, and who fhe was,
That thus did bear the Bell.

She was, quoth he, of ftately Grace,
Of Countenance mott fair,

No Maid alive for Beauty’s Prize,
May well with her compare.

A Glovelike Head, a golden Hair,
A Forehead fmooth and high,

A feemly Nofe, on either fide
Did fhine a greyith Eye :

Two rofy Cheeks, and ruddy Lips,
White Ivory Teeth within,

A Mouth in mean, and underneath
A round and dimpled Chin.

A Snow-white Neck with bluith Veins,

To make her feem more fair,
Yea, all her Body fram'd fo fine,
That Earth had none more rare,

For Life, for Love, for Form, for Face,

None fairer was than the,
And none but only fhe alone
So fair a Maid could be.

I knew
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I knew the Lady well (quoth fhe )
But worthlefs of fuch Praife :

But credit me, no Shepherd thou,
Thy Speeches thee bewrays :

With that he wept, and the was wot,
And both did Silence keep,

And equally perplex'd in Love,
They fat them down to weep.

In footh (quoth he) I am not fuch
As feeming I profefs,

" To be a Prince’s Son by Birth,

My Liking thews no lefs;

In Scotland 1s my Father's Court,
And Raymond is my Name :

With Cormwall’s Duke 1 livid in Pomp,
Till Love controll'd the fame.

And did this Lady dearly love,
Although fhe lov'd not me,

But now that Love is wafted quite,
And now I die for thee.

1 grant (quoth fhe) you lov'd her well,
If that your Love were fuch,

Yet think of me your fecond Love,
In Love to be as much.

Your twice beloved Maud/in here
Submits herfelf to thee,

And what fhe could not at the firft,
The fecond time fhall be :

In Fortune, not in Perfon chang’d ;
For I am ftill the fame,

In Heart and Mind as chafte and true
As firft to me you came.

Thus fweetly furfeiting in Joy,
They tenderly embrace,

And for their withed Wedding-day,
Found fitting Time and Place :

B s And
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And fo thefe lovely Princes both
Each other did befriend,
Where after many a hard Mifhap,
Their Loves had joyful End.

~

IL




II. A Princely Song of -King Richard
Cordelion, and of his bold Courage,
and lamentable Death.

To the Tune of You Batchelors, &c.

Richard L firnamed Coeur de Lion, fucceeded
kis Father Henry 1l and coming over to
England (for ke was at the time of kis Fa-
ther’s Death, carrying on a War in kis Nor-
man Dominions ) was crowned at ' Weftmin-
fter 4y Baldwin Archbifhop of Canter-
bury, on the Third of September, 118g.
The Differences whick had long resgned be-
tween Henry and Philip IL of France,
were immediately upon Richard’s A cceffion to
the Englith Throme accommodated by the
Mediation of the Pope, and at kis Perfuafion
thefe two Monarchsundertookthe Holy War ;
and witksn four Months after kis Corona-
tion, Richard went over to France, had an
Interview with the French King at Rheims
and there concluded a folemn League. This
done, ke fent Officers over info England fo
raife Men and Money for this holy Expeds-

. tion,
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Lon, who were obliged to [ell and morigage
great Part of the Crown Lands, and to raife
the reft by laying burthenfome Taxes upon the
People. To prevent any Difturbance in his
Albfence, ke order'd his natural Brother,
the Archbifhop of York, one of Fair Rofa-
mond’s Sons, to wait kis Return in Nor-
mandy. Nor would ke give any Part of the
Admniftration to kis Brother John, wko
after fucceeded kim, knowing him lo be
of a reftlefs and ambitious Spirit ; but ke ap-
pointed the Bifkop of Ely chief Fuffice of
England, Kegper of the Tower, and of
one of the Seals; and to confirm his Power,
got the Pope to name him his Legate. And
indeed this Man proved very zealous in his
Mafter's Service ; for lo fupply his Mafler's
Wants,heneglefled Popularity,andoppreffed
the People with heavy Taxes. The Bifhop of
Durham was appointed fupreme Commander
of the North from Humber # Scotland,
and Keeper of Windlor Caftle. Things thus
order'd, the King determin'd lo fet forward;
and kis own Stips not being ready, ke hired
Jome Gallies at Marfeilles zo tranj}ort
him and kis to Sicily. He kad not long
wailed there before his Ships arrived, and on
Board them his Mother Eleanor, with Be-
rengera, Daughter to the King of Navarre,
to whom Richard was there betrothed, and fe
went forwards with kim, whilft on the other
hand, Eleanor returned to England. At
Cyprus
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Cyprus they refufed to let him land, whick
made him turn kis Arms againft them, and
ke conquered the Ifland, and there married
Berengera. 7e firft Place the Two Kings

Jet down before in Judea, was Acon, whick
they took in the Year 1191. And kere they

Jound the Enfign of Leopold Duke of Au-
ftria, whick Richard ordered to be taken

down, and his and the King of France’s to
be fet up in ils flead. DBut here the Two

Kengs, who had hitherto agreed, began to fide

with different Parties, and to purfue dif-

Jerent Interefts. Nor could they or the Ar-
mies enjoy lheir Healths in that Country ;

Numbers of their Men died of the Bloody-

Flux, whick brought even the two Monarchs

almoft to Deatli’s-door. Thefe Inconveni-

ences joined logether, made the King of

France keartily fick of kis holy Expedition:

ke would willingly have return’d Home, but

durft not violate their Treatly, whick [fet

Jortk, that neither of them fhould leave
the War, without the other's immediate Per-

miffion, whick Richard at fir/t abfolutely re-

Sufed. At length, with muck Dyfficulty, the
French King obtain'd it, having firft taken

a folemn Oatk, that he would not attempt

ought againf? Richard’s Dominions ; and ke

then return'd home, leaving our Englith

Monarchk the Honour of fighting alone in the

great Chriftian Caufe; whick Richard did,

not without giving Offence to fome European

Powers ;
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Powers ; for there were among/t the Chri-
SBans of that Country feveral Pretenders to
the Principalities of Paleftine ; and Richard
Sfeded with one of them againft a Relation of
the Emperor of Germany, by which ke was
Jo kighly provoked, that he fully determined
2o lay hold of the firfe Opportunily to revenge
kimfelf. © Mean while, the Inteftine Trou-
bles of England grew very great (of whick
Jome Lttle Notice has already been taken in
the 64tk and 65tk Pages of the firft Volume)
chiefly fomented by the King of France, and
Ear! John, who caballd for the Crown.
The Powers of the two governing Prelates
clafled, and neither would give way to the
other. At length the Biflwp of Ely was de-
pofed by Ear! John and kis Fallion, and ke
Sled over to King Richard, fo give him an
Account of all that had paffed. The King,
by kis Story, judging his Prefence abfolutely
neceffary in England, ordeved his. Men to
Jollow with all convenient Speed ; and in the
mean lime, hired three Gallies to carry him
o England, witk a fmall Retinue, intending
2o perform his Voyage Incognito ; but being
difcovered by the Maflers of the Galleys, and
having Reafon to apprehend that they had
Jorm'd fome treackeroys Defigns, ke took an
Opportunsty of leaving them at the firft Port
wherethey put in for neceffary Refrefiments;
and attended by one Perfon only, ke made the
beft of his way by Land ; but coming into
the
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the Duke of Auftria’'s Dominions, ke was be-
tray'd by his Servant, and fei2d by Order of
Leopold, wko bore him a deadly Grudge for
taking down his Enfign at Acon; but hedid
not long detasn King Richard, felling him to
the Emperor Henry V1. for 60000 Marks.
Ear! John laid hold of this Opportunity to
carry on kis Rebellion very vigoroufly. Pro- -
pofals were made by the King’s Friends for
his Ranfom, whick were oppos'd by the King
of France and Ear! John, who offer'd the
Emperora Thoufand Pound a Monthas long
as ke would detain Richard : However, kis
Liberty was at laff procured for 100000
Marks ready Money, and Security for the
Payment of 50000 more in fix Months
after: and thus was ke fet free, after having
been kept Prifoner a Year and fix Weeks.
At kis Return, ke foon pul an end to the Re-
bellion. And forafmuch as the Emperor had
caufed kim to marke fome Promifes whick ke
never defigned to perform, o free kimfelf
Jrom them, ke was again crown'd at Win-
chefter e 1 7tk of April 1194, and foon
after kft England 2o vifit kis Norman Do-
minions. He hadnot [pentmany Yearsthere,
before Widamore, Vifeount of Limo ,
Jound a confiderable Treafure, partof w. ich
ke fent to King Richard, as to his Soveresgn
Prince : But our Monarchk, not content with
that, demanded it all ; and thinking it hidin
kis Cqﬂle /73 6q/z'eged 2t ; and the Caftle khold-

ing
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ing oul, the King, with Merchand, who com-
manded under him, went round it, lo fee

whichwas the propereft Place for beginninga
general Affault: butwhilft hewasviewing it,
ke was fhot in the Arm with a bearded Ar-
row, by one Bertram de Gurdom. Z%is
did not hinder him from grving the neceflary
Ovrders for the Attack, who commanded that

when they had carried the Cafile, every Soul
in it _fhowuld be iut to the Sword, except the
Man by whom ke was fhot, who fhould be ye-
Jerved, and brought to him, whick was ac-
cordingly done. When Bertram appear’d,
the King asked him what provok'd kim to do

that Deed? To whick ke reply'd, thou didft
#illmy Father and two Brotherswiththy own
Hand, and now orderedft me to be flain.
Take what Revenge thou wilt upon me, I

willingly endure any Torment thou canftin-
SR, fince I have flain thee, who hafe done
Juck and fo muck Mifchief to the World.
King Richard, pleafed with kis Courage, or-
der'd him to be fet at Liberty; but dying of
the Wound, Bertram was retaken by Mer-
chand, and flayed alive. This Monarck
reigned nine Years and nine Montks, of all
which Time, ke [pent only eight Monthks in
England. 7%e Story of this King’s Reign
o an unprejudic'd Reader, muft appear very
romantick ; yet, [pite of this, ke is cry'd up
by the Legend Writers for his holy Expeds-

tion. Our Poet writ the following Song asa

Satyr
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Satyr upon thofe pious Encomiums; and to
that end, has made kis Story muck more ro-
mantick than it altually was. The Point ke
Jeems moftly to dwell upon is, the Love of the
Lady, who faves kis Life, whick we may
plainly fee is defign’d for the kigheft Prece of
Satyr upon that Monarck's Life, ke not ha-
ving lived with his Queen in that lovingman-
ner whichwouldhavebecome fo piousa Prince,
or whick _fo virtuous a Princefs as _fhe really
was, might have expelled. This I thought
neceffary lo premife, to prevent the petty,
Cawvils of Witlhngs and wou'd-be Creticks,
who, not capable of examining fuck a Piece,
might judge it by its firf? outward Appear-
ance, whick indeed is but very indifevent.
And had the Song really been no better than
a firft Sight of it would perfwade us, yet
would I have inferted it, intending thefe
Books not barely for a Collection of Ballads,
but for the Inferutlion of thofe who have not
Leifure or Inclination to fearch hiftorical
Tranfaltions; and who may, I hope, learn as
muckh from thefe Abridgments, as may give
them a tolerable Infight into the Hiflory of
therr Country.

Noble Chriftian Warrior,
King Richard of this Land ;
or Fame amongft our Worthies brave,
Now orderly may ftand :
The God of Battels gave him ftill
A gallant great Command,
To fight for our Saviour Jefus Chrift.
Richard
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Richard Cordelion in this Land,

A noble Engli/k Name ;
It fills the World with Wonders great,

With Honour and with Fame:
Then gallantly good Soldiers all,

Come thunder out the fame,
That fights, &e

When as fair Ferufalem,
The City of our Lord,

Lay mourning all in heavinefs,
Confumed by the Sword ;
To fuccour her, all Chriflendom

Did willingly accord:
And to fight, &

Then marched forth moft brave and bold
King Rickard from the Land,

Of noble Knights and Gentlemen,
With him a warllke Band;

To fight for Jefus Chrift his Name,
So long as he could ftand :

All Soldiers of our Saviour, &,

But by the Way fuch Chances there
King Richard did betide,

. That many of his Soldiers
For want of Vittuals dy'd :

A new Supply this noble King
Was forced to provide,

To fight for, &

The mighty Duke of Aufiria
To whom he came for Aid,
For all his kingly Courtefies,
His Succours were deny’d ;
But took him Prifoner cowardly,
And bafely him betray'd :
Not fighting for, &vc. Hi
1§
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His noble Knights and Soldiers then,
With Sorrows went away,

Wofully complaining all,
That e’re they faw that Day:

That fuch a noble King as he,
A Prifoner there fhould ftay,

And fight not for, &w«.

When they were here providing
A Ranfom for his Grace,

The Duke’s own Son unreverently,
King Rickard did abafe ;

For which with one fmall Box o'th’ Ear,
He kill'd him in that Place:

In Honour of our Saviour, &«

With that into a Dungeon deep,
This noble King was caft:

Wherein a Lion (all in Rage)
Provided was in hatfte,

To combate with this famous King,
So long as Life did laft :

The Soldier of our Saviour, &«.

But gentle Pity moved much
The Daughter of that Duke,

Who deeply wounded was with Love,
Proceeding from his Look :

For which to fave his princely Life,
She kindly undertook,

In honour of our Saviour, &-.

A rich embroider'd Scarf of Silk,
She fecretly convey'd

Into the Dungeon where the King,
For Execution flaid ;

The which to fave his gentle Life,
An Inftrument -was made,

In honour of our Saviour, &

For
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For when the hunger-flarved Beaft
Into the Dungeon came,

With open Mouth to fwallow him,
He nimbly took the fame,

And ftoutly thruft it down his Ahroat,
The Lion thus to tame;

In honour of our Saviour, &ve.

And fo with valiant Courage he
Pull’d out the Lion’s Heart ;

Which made the Duke and all his Lords,
In fearful manner flart,

To fee this Royal Engli/s King
To play fo brave a Part,

In honour of our Saviour, &

I am no Prifoner, faid the King,
For I am now fet free,

The Country, and our Law of Arms,
Commands it fo to be:

And thus to England’s blefled Land,
Moft joyfully went he,

In Honour of our Saviour, &«

But left his deareft Love behind,
That gently fav'd his Life,
With Promife to return again,

To make her then his Wife;
But ftill Revenge and bloody War,
Did breed them further Strife,

In fighting for our Saviour, &

The noble Hearts of Engli/k Men,
That could endure no Wrong,

For good King Rickard muftered then
A valiant Army ftrong,

To pafs the Seas to Acon Walls,
To lay the fame along.

In Honour of our Saviour, &
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So fierce confuming Fire and Sword,
Into that Country came;
Deftroying all the Cities brave,
And Towns of antient Fame,

Till thofe the Wrongs King Rickard had,

Were righted by the fame,
In Honour of our Saviour, &

But in his Prime of Martial Worth,
This noble King was flain ;

For wounded with a pois’ned Shaft,
That pierc’d his Princly Brain:

Such forrowing Moan was long time made,

Amongft his warlike Train,
Sdll fighting for our Saviour, &.

But chiefly by his Lady fair,
So loyal and fo kind,

That nothing but Revenge thereof
Poffeffed flill her Mind ;

To know the Caufer of his Death,
Were rich Rewards affign’d,

To the Honour of our Saviour, &

Upon the Murtherer (being found,)
Much Cruelty was fhewn,

By her Command his Skin alive
Was fleed from Fleth and Bone;

And after into Duft and Air,
His Body it was thrown,

In Honour of our Saviour, &-«.

Yet ended not this Ladies Grief,
For him fhe lov’d fo dear,

Deep Sorrows even broke her Heart,
As plainly did appear:

And both were buried in one Grave,
Thus true Love’s End you hear,

That died for our Saviour, &

1

Did
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Did ever Lady for her Love,
More ftrangely undertake $
Did ever Daughter in this kind,
A grieved Father make?
Did ever Princefs end her Life
Thus for her true Love’s fake§
And all for our Saviour, &

i
i

i
i

In. A
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III. A Song of the Depofing of King
Rickard 1]. and how after many
Miferies, he was murderd in Pom-

Jret Caftle.

To the Tune ot Regard my Sorrows.

Richard II. tkhe Grandfon of the beloved
Edward Il came to the Crown of England
the 25tk of June 1377, in the eleventh YVear
of his Age; but his Infancy was no Obje-
Clion, fo extyemely was his Family beloved by
the People; befides whick he had feveral Un-
cles capable of managing the Affairs, the
two oldef? of whom were the Dukes of Lan-
cafter and Glocefter, the former Lorvd High
Steward of England, and the latter a Man
of great Sway among the Nobility, and to
whom they entrufted the chief Adminiftra-
tion when Lancafter went over info Spain
with the Title of King of Caftile. But,

Jpite of all thefe Advantages, Richard as it
were took Pains to alienate the Affellions of
lis People from him, by declining the Advice
of thofe who were his faithful Frz'md}ts, anéa’

ear k-
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hearkning to the pernicious Flattery of Mi-
nions, who filld him with Notions of Arbi-
trary and Defpotick Power, the Bane of
many an Engli fh King. His firft Quarrel
was with kis Parliament in the Year 1386,
Jor impeaching Michael de la Pole, 2 Mer-
chant’s Son, but now Ear! of Suffolk, and
Lord Chancellor. However,this Difference
was made up, and the Parliament fought by
gentle Means to difperfe fome of kis Favou-
rites, ovdering that Robert Vere, who had
been created Duke of Ireland, fhould go take
Poffeffionof what the King had given kim in
that Kingdom; and the betler to enable him
/0 to do, they order’d him a Supply of 30000
Marks, and gave him till the Eatter follow-
ing to prepave himfelf: But Sir Simon
Beuley, another Minion, was condem»n'd and
bekeaded for Treafon, whick kighly incenfed
the King. Mean while, the French Monarch
intending to lake A a’wmtage of our inteftine
Troubles, fitted out a Fleet to invade Eng-
land; but being hinder'd by contrary Winds,
the Englith fitted out a fufficient Force to op-
pofe them, whick [asled under the Command
of the Earls of Arundel and Warwick,
who falling upon the Enemy, took from them
Jeveral Skips, a great Number of Prifoners,
Jome of them }l;;rn of Note, and a confide-
rable Quantity of Wines; then landing upon
the adverfe Shore, they velieved Breft, and
deftroyed two Forts the French kad busit fo/;
' 7
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the Defence of the Coaf? ; but, [pite of all
thesr gallant Altions, they were at their Re-
turn very coldly recesv'd by the King and his
Favorerites, whick very muck incens'd them
and the reft of the Nobility. But the Info-
lence of the King's Favourtites grew to an ex-
travagant Height; the Dukeof Ireland not
only declin'd leaving the Kingdom, as the
Parliament had order’d ; but at this time,
without Caufe, divorced his Wife, who, by

her Mother's fide, was a Grandaughter of
King Edward’s, and a Ladyof great Beauty

and Vertue ; and in lieu of her he marvied
a Bohemian Woman of mean Birth. Sir
Robert Trevilian Zoo, another Favourite,
and Chief Fuftice,behaved himfelf in a man-
ner very unbecoming his Office ; and the
King, by their Advice, tmpeached feveral of
kis faithfulle} Nobles, who oppofed thefe evil
Counfellors, amongl? them his Uncle, the
Duke of Glouceter ; but the Parliament
not joining with him, he went into Wales,
and afterwards into the North with Vere,
endeavouring to raife Men, but in vain ;
and the Barons convinced him how muck too
weak a Matck ke was for them. However,
by the Interpofition of his Uncle, the Quar-
rel was made up; but the Duke of Ireland
went down into Chethire o raife Forces, and
the King fent a Commiffion to Sir Thomas
Molineux Zo affift him. The Barons, ap-
prized of this, fent their Army down again/t

Vor. III. - C kim,
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kim, under the Earl of Derby, and they
met in Oxfordthire. Here the Duke be-
hav'd himfelf as cowardly, as he had tnfo-
lently before, and would have fled away, but
Str Thomas Molineux diffuaded kim from
. But as_foon as the Armies were allually
engaged,the Dukeclapp’d Spurs to kis Hor/e,
and Sir Thomas bemg flain, the Earl of
Derby obtasn'd an eafy Viclory. The fug:-
tive Duke coming to Radcot Bridge, found
it broke down, upon which ke threw off kis
Armour and fwam through ; andgetting at
length over into Holland, ke led an Exile's
Life between two and three Years, and then
died at Louvain iz Brabant. Upon the
News of his Defeat, Suffolk flew to Calais,
but was deliver'd up to and fent back by the
Lord Beauchamp, Governor of that City.
The King,in Acknowledgment ofkis Fudelity,
removed him, and fet Suffolk at Liberty,
who was foon after obliged to go over again,
and in lefs than two Years died in Banifh-
ment. At the beginning of 88, another Par-
liament met, determin'd to redrefs the Grie-
vancesof the Nation; and after a full Hear-
ing, all the Fudges, and feveral other of the
King’s Favourites, were triedandcondemn'd,
but at the King’s Requeft, theiy Lives were
Jpared,and they fent Prifoners into Ireland,
with a fmall Subfiftance: And this Sentence
wasconfirm'd intoa Statute, and made Trea-
Jon for any ome to offer to repeal it; and
every
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every thing being fet to rights, the King anew
tooéﬁe Coronation Oath. TheXear following
thofe Skirmifhes happer'd between England
and Scotland, whick I kave related in the
109¢%k and 110 Pages of my firff Volume,

and whick gave Birth to the Story of Chevy
Chace. /n 89, the Duke of Lancafter,
Father to Henry IV. yeturn’d from his
Cattile Expedition immenfely rick, and by
kis Interpofition feveral new Differences that
were arifing between the King and his People
were pacified: the chief Source of which
were, that the King, a lLittle after his coming
to Ags, difmiffed all kis Minflers and Coun-
cil, again fupplying ther Places with his
Minions. In 96, the King, who had been a
Widower near two Years,married theFrench

King’s Daughter; but upon Terms that kis
Uncle of Gloucelter could by no means

relifk, and he vigoroufly oppofed the Matct ;
upon whick the King, who had long bore him
a deadly Hatred, refolved to get rid of him;
and coming one Evening to his Caflle, ke
Supped with kim, and defired the Duke to ac-
company kim to Town, to be prefent at a
great Counctl to be held the next Day; but on
the Road ke fell into an Ambufh laid for him,
and being that Night fent on Shipboard,
was carried Prifoner to Calais, and fhortly
after, by the King’s Diveltion, flifled be-
tween two Feather-Beds. In 97, the King

got a Parliament chofen to his Mind, who ve-
C2 vers'd
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versd the Fudgment againfl the Fudges,
vecalld the Exiles, and executed the Earl
of Arundel, and imprifon’d the Earl of
Warwick, and feveral other antient No-
bles. In 1398, happern’d that famous Quar-
rel betweenn Hereford and Norfolk, of
whick I have alveady given fo ample an Ac-
count. Afler this the King went on with kis
oldarbitrary Proceedings,charging feventeern
whole Counties at once with Treafon; a
thinghehad often done by particular Perfons,
and by the City of London, to extort Mo-
ney. But fuck violent Proceedings could not
laf? for ever,and the People were grown
heartily tived of kis Government. I will
not vepeat the Reafons that induced the young
Duke of Lancafter o attempt againft his
Crown, nor the Manner in which the King
was forfaken; having alreadygiven an ample
Account of thefe Things in Vol. 1. p. 121,
122, lo which I now refer my Readers.
After his Depofition, he was fent to the
Tower of London, from whence ke was re-
movd to a Caftle in Kent, and thence to
Pontfra&, o» Pomfret Ca/tle ¢n Yorthire,
where he foon after died: but the Manner of
kis Deatt is very varioufly related. Some
tell us, that his Plot againft Henry 1IV. ka-
ving mifcarried, and the Earls of Kent, Sa-
lisbury, and Huntington, whko ook wup
Arms for kim, being defeated, he took it fo
 much to Heart, that ke would never after
eat
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eat or drink, but flarved himfelf and pined
away. Othkers, that ke was flarved by the
King's Orders. Some, that ke was privately
affa/finated by Henry’s Direttion in Prifon.
And a _fourth Opinionis, that the King ha-
vingexpreffed fome U neaﬁn}i[r at kis living fo
long, Str Pierce Exton, with eight Followers,
hafter’d to Porafret, and entring his Cham-
ber, fhew'd their Defign; but that Richard
Jnatching a Halbert from one of them, killd
Jour of the Affaffins, but Sir Pierce getting
bekind him, flew kim. After kis Death, ke
wasbroughtup to Town, and expofed to View
(as they calldit) in St. Paul's Church ; but
kis Body wasall wraptin Lead, and no Part
of kim but his Face could be feen.

Hen Richard the Second in England was King,
And reigned with Honour and State,
Six Uncles he had, his Grandfather’s Sons,
King Edward that ruled of late,
All Counfellors noble and fage ;
Yet would he not hear
Their Precepts dear,
So wilful he was in this his young Age.

A fort of brave Gallants he kept in his Court,
That train’d him to wanton Delights,
‘Which Parafites pleafed him better in Mind,
Than all his beft Nobles and Knights :
Ambition and Avarice grew
So great in this Land,
That ftill from his Hand,
A Mafs of rich Treafure his Parafites drew.

Cs3 His
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His Peers and his Barons dithonoured were ;
+And Upftarts thus mounted on high:
His Commons fore taxed, his Cities oppre{s’d,
»  Good Subjects were nothing fet by ;
And what to his Coffers did come,
He wantonly fpent,
To pleafe with Content
His flattering Upftarts, flill fporting at home.

When thus unto Ruin this Kingdom began
To fall from the higheft Eftate,

The Nobles of England their Prince’s Amifs,
By Parliament foon did rebate :

And likewife thofe Flatterers all,
They banith'd the Court,
That made but a Sport

To fee this fo famous a Kingdom to fall.

But after thefe Gallants degraded were thus,
King Rickard himfelf was put down,
And Bullinbrook, Lancafler's noble born Duke,
By Policy purchas'd his Crown.
Thus Civil Wars here begun,
That could have no End,
By Foe nor by Friend,
Till feven Kings Reigns with their Lives were
(out-run.

But Rickard, the Breeder of all thefe fame Broils,
In Prifon was wofully caft,
Where long he complained in forrowful fort,
Of Kingly Authority paft:
No Lords nor no Subjeég.: had he,
No Glory, no State,
That early and late
Upon him attending had wont for to be.

His Robes were converted to Garments fo old,
That Beggars would hardly them wear,
His Diet no Comfort at all to him brought,
For he fed upon Sorrow and Care. And
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And from Prifon to Prifon was fent,
Each Day and each Night,
To work him Defpight,
That wearied with Sorrows, he ftill might lament.

Poor King thus abufed, he was at the laft
To Pomfret in Yorkfhire convey'd,
And there in a Dungeon full low in the Ground,
Unpitied he Nightly was laid :
Not one for his Mifery grieved,
That late was in Place
Of royaleft Grace,
Where ftill the diftrefled he kindly relieved.

King Henry ufurping then all his Eftate,
never in Heart be content,

Till fome of his Friends in fecrecy fought

To kill him by cruel Confent ;
Who foon to Pomfre hied,

Whereas the Fear,

That touch’d him fo near,
They finithed as foon as King Rickard there died.

There dy’d this good King, for murther'd he was,
That might well have lived full long,
Had not ill Council betray’d his beft Good,
And done his high Fortunes this Wrong :
But Blood for Blood fill calls,
No bloody-ftain’d Hand,
Can long in this Land
Stand furely, but foon into Mifery falls.

Lancafler thus the Diadem gain'd,
And won his Title-by Blood,
Which afterwards by Heaven's high Power,
Not three Generations ftood,
But yielded to Yor# again :
Thus Fortune thows
Their proud Overthrows,
That cunningly climb an imperial Reign.
‘ Cs IV.




IV. A Song of the Wooing of Queen
Catherine, by Owen ITwudor, a young
Gentleman of Waless  Tranflated
out of the Wel/k.

To the Tune of Light in Love Ladies.

Whil King Henry V. was purfusng kis Con-
guefls in France, Charles VI snable to re
SR kis villorious Arms, came to a Trealy
wztﬁh kim, and in theHYear 1420, the feventh
of kis Reign, King Henry was married to
Cf;therim, the Daughter of Charles, &
vtrtue of which the latter acknowledg’d King
Henry Regent of France during kis Life-
time, and after his Death abjolute Sove-
reign of that Kingdom. The Chriftmafs
Jollowing King Henry brought kis Queen
over to England, where fhe was crowned on
the 24tk of February 1421. The Seafon of
taking the Field being come, and the Dan-
Dhin having levied frefk Forces, King Henry
haflen'd over to France, whitker hss Queen
could not accompany him, besng at that time
with Chsld, and on th&ﬁqumemberfol-

loweng
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lowing fhe was deliver’d at Windfor of Prince
Henry, who fucceeded his Father. The
April following fhe paffed over into France
witk large Ranforcements for her Hufband,
but ke was paft making ufe of them, being at
that time very tll of the Bloody-Flux, of
whick he fhortly after died. What followed
thereis wide of my Purpofe; fuffice it, that
among /2 others, Queen Catherine refurn'd
fo England. /¢ was impoffible that a young
handfomne Widow, with her Fortune, could
kve without a Number of Admivers; and in
the foremoff Rank appear’d Owen Theo-
dore, o Tudor, a Gentleman of Wales, of
" mogreat Bivtk or Fortune, but of a graceful
and mof? beautiful Perfonage, who won and
married ker, and by him fle had three Sons;
of whome Edmund, the eldefl, by her Inte-
reff, was made Earl of Richmond, and
married* Margaret Daughier and fole Heir
of John Duke of Somerfet, by whom he
had Henry Earl of Richmond, afterwards
King Henry VII. Queen Catherine furvi-
ved this Hufband alfo, and then retired into
the Nunnery of Berdmondfey sn Surrey,
where fhe died in the 14th Year of the Reign
of ker Son Henry VI. |

* Her Defcent from Fokn of Gaunt, Duke of Lan-
cafler, by which Henry VII. took the Title of Heir to
the Houfe of Lancafler, may be feen in the 106th and
107th Pages of the Second Volume. -

Cs OwEN
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OweN TuDOR.
Salute thee, fweet Princefs, with Title of Grace,
For Cupid commands me in Heart to embrace
y Honours, thy Virtues, thy Favour, and Beauty,
With all my true Service, my Love and my Duty.

QUEEN CATHERINE.
Courteous kind Gentleman, let me requett,
How comes it that Cupid hath wounded thy Breaft,
And chain’d thy Heart's liking my Servant to prove,
That am but a Stranger in this thy kind Love?

TuDOR.
If but a Stranger, yet Love hath fuch Power,
To lead me here kindly into the Queen’s Bower ;
Then do not, fweet Princefs, my Good-will forfake,
When Nature commands thee a true Love to take.

QUEEN.
So Royal of Calling and Birth am I known,
That matching unequal, my State’s overthrown :
My Titles of Dignity thereby I lofe,
To wed me and bed me my Equal Il chufe.
TupoR.
No Honours are loft (Queen) in chufing of me,
For I am a Gentleman born by degree,
And Favours of Princes my State may advance,
In making me noble and fortunate Chance.

QUuEEN.
My Robes of rich Honours moft brave to behold,
Are all oe'r imboffed with Silver and Gold,
Not therewith adorn’d, I lofe my Renown,
With all the brave Title} that wait on a Crown.

Tupor.
My Country, fweet Princefs, more Pleafure affords,
Than can be exprefled by me here in Words : @
Su
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Such kindly Contentment by Nature there fprings,
That hath been well liked of Queens and of Kings.

QUEEN.
My courtly Attendants are Trains of Delight,
Like Stars of fair Heaven all thining moft bright :
And thofe that live daily fuch Pleafures to fee,
Suppofe no fuch Comfort in Country can be.

Tubpor.
In Wales we have Fountains, no Cryflal more clear,
Where murmuring Mufick we daily may hear,
With Gardens of Pleafure, and Flowers fo fweet,
Where true Love with true Love may merrily meet.

QUEEN.
But there is no Tilting nor Turnaments bold,
Which gallant young Ladies defire to behold,
No Masks, nor no Revels, where Favours are worn,
By Knights or by Barons without any Scorn.

TuDoRr
Our Maypole at Whitfontide maketh good Sport,
And moves as fweet Pleafures as yours do in Court,
Where on the Green dancing for Garland and Ring,
‘Maidens make Paftime and Sports for a King.

QUEEN. :
But when your brave young Men and Maidens do
(meet,
Whilft Silver-like Melody murmuring keeps,
Your Mufick is clownith and foundeth not fweet,
And locks up your Senfes in heavenly Sleeps.

TubpoOR.
Our Harps and our Tabors, and fweet humming
(Drones,
For thee, my fweet Princefs, make mufical Moans O
ur

home Jaas
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Our Morris Maid-marrians defire to fee
A True-love Knot tied between thee and me.
QUEEN,
No Pleafure in Country by me can be feen,
That have been maintain’d fo long here a Queen,
And fed on the Ble that daily were given
Into my brave Palace, Angels from Heaven.

TuboRr.
Our green leav’d Trees will dance with the Wind,
Where Birds fit rejoicing according to kind:
Our Sheep with our Lambs will skip and rebound,
To fee thee come tripping along on the Ground.

QUEEN.
What if a kind Princefs fhould fo be content,
By Meeknefs thus moved to give her Confent,
And humble her Honours, imbafe her Degree,
To tye her beft Fortunes, brave Z4dor, to thee.

TuDOR.
If to a Kingdom I born were by Birth,
And had at Commandment all Nations on Earth,
Their Crowns and their Scepters thould lye at thy
(Feet,
And thou be my Emprefs, my Darling fo fweet.

QUEEN.
I fear not to fancy thy Love-tempting Tongue,
For Cupid is coming, his Bow very ftrong,
Queen Venus, once Miftrefs of Heart-withing Plea-

. ) (fure,
We over-kind Women repent us at Leifure.

Tubon
May never fair Morning fhew forth his bright Beams,
But cover my Falthood with greateft Extreams,
If not as the Turtle I lye with my Dove,
My gentle kind Princefs, my Lady, my Love.
‘ QUEEN.
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QUEEN.
Hie then into Wales, and our Wedding provide,
For thou art my Bridegroom, and I'll be thy Bride ;
Get Gloves and fine Ribbons, with Bride-laces

. . (fair,
Of Silk and of Silver for Ladies to wear.

Tubpor
With Garlands of Rofes our Houfewifely Wives,
To have them adorn’d moft lovingly firives; ]
Their Bride-cakes be ready, our Bag-pipes do play,
Whilt I fland attending to lead thee the way.

Both together.
Then mark how the Notes of our merry Town-

(be
Our Ding-dong of Pleafures moft chearfully tells :
Then Ding-dong fair Ladies and Lovers all true,
This Ding-dong of Pleafure may fatisfy yon.

V. The
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V. The Life and Death of the Great
Duke of Buckingham, who came to
an untimely End, for confenting to
the depofing of the two gallant
young Princes, King Edward the
Fourth’s Children.

To the Tune of Skords Wife.

When Richard Duke of Gloucefter kad re-
Jolved to deprive his two Nephews of the
Crown, to put it upon kis own Head, he
gain'd the Duke of Buckingham over to kis
Intereft, who zealoully efpoufed his Caufe,
not fo muck out of Love fo Richard, as fo
gratify his own Ambition : nor did ke, in
carrvying on the Work, ftick at anything, re-
moving thofe out of his way, who would not
Side with kim. One of the mof? difficult
Tasks was to gain the City of London, whkick
the Duke of Buckingham wundertook. 7o
this end, he made a Friend of Shaw the
Lord-Mayor, Brotker to that Dy. Shaw who
had been employ'd to preack up the Baﬂard;
9
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of Edward’s Jffue, and ke undertook to pre-
pare the Citizens for fuck an Overture. On
the Day appointed, the Duke came lo the
Guildhall of the City, and in a fludicd Ora-
tion invesghed againfl fome Mifmanagements
of the late %n’ then rveflelting ont a May-
riage Contyalt Edward hadmadewithanother
Lady before his marrying kis Queen, ke con-
cluded, that the Protellor was undoubled Heir
Lo the Crown, and that the Lords of the
Kingdom had refolved to fet him upon the
Throne. TheDuke expelled the Peoplewould
have cried out, Long live King Richard;
but,contrary to his Expeilation, they all con-
tinued tn a profound Silence. Upon this,
turning about to the Mayor, he askd him the
Meaning of what ke faw : To whick ke (alfo
Surprizd) anfwer'd, ke believed the People
had not rightly underfood him. The Duke
arofe a fecond time, repeated what ke had
Sfard, and endeavoured to explain every thing
o them, but not a Man opened his Mouth in
anfwer. The Mayor then told the Duke the
People were always accuflom’'d to have fuck
Overtures made them by the Recorder, and
perkaps now expelledit, TheRecorder there-
Jore was order'd to make the Motion o the

People; he was obliged to obey, and repeated

the Duke's Speech, taking care not to add a
Word of his own, and even by his manner of
Speaking, fufficiently fhewing, thathewas pro-
pofing a thing he utterly dillikd. He ended,
and
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and had the Satisfallion of feeing the People
continue in the fame profound Silence. The

Dukmymuﬁudt[edattkzs rofe upa -

third time, and [aid, that he was come thi-
ther to perfuade them to concur in an Affasr,
where thesr Affiftance perhaps would not be
neceffary, for the Nobilsty, and Commons of
tﬁe othrPrommmH do it without them,
zw Affection for that
noéIeCzty,ﬁe red that Mq oht have the
Jorfe Share of the Homour ; and therefore ke
defired to know, whether in Conformsty to
the reft of the Kingdom, they would nomsnate
the prefent Proteflor for the King. The

Dauke would have been as muck mortsfyd as .

before, had not fome of his own, and of the
Proteilor’s Servants, who flood at the lower
end of the Hall, determind to try what they
could do, by crying aloud, A King Rlchard
2 King Richard. 7%e Citizens, fu.
at this, look'd about them with Con q/iox
whick the Duke percaving, laid hold qftk
Opportunity, and faid, that ke was tran/-
ported to find fuch Unanimity in thesr Voices
Jor making that noble Prince therr King,
with whick ke would acquaint ksm, fo as to
make it turn to thesy Advantage,; and defived
they would cmandacmyﬁmtotée
Protelior the next Morning. ccording?;
the Mayor and a few of the Czt:xms, 4
were willing to fwim with the Tide, came to
the Duke's the next Day, and ke went mﬁz
7




[41]

them to Baynard’s Cattle, where the Pro-
lsllor vefeded; and the Duke,at the Head of
the Citizens, made him a Proffer of the
Crowm, which Richard feemingly refusd.
Upon this the Duke confulting withthe Mayor
and Citizens, as well as with the Lords who
came to be prefent at this Ceremony, the Duke
made the Protellor a fecond Speeck, and ac-
guainted him, that they were determin'd to
rejelt a Baflard Iffue, and put one upon the
Throne who was able to reign; that if ke con-
tnsw'd obftinate in kis Refufal, they muft ap-
Py to fome ome elfe. This Proffer, jorn'd
with their Threats, made Richard comply,
and he afcended the Throme. The Duke of
Buckingham now thought nothing could be
denzed him; and the firf? thing ke askd for,
was the Duke of Hertford’s Eftates, whick
had been annex'd to the Crown Lands: But
Richard £nowing kis ambitious Temper, and
thinking fuck an additional Fortune would
make kim loo powerful, demied his Suit;
though, ’tis faid, ke had promisd kim thofe
very Lands, provided ke could work up the
Gity of London # kis Purpofe. This en-
raged the Duke [o muck, that ke retiv'd from
Court to kis Country-Seat, and theve enter'd
inlo a flrict Friendfhip with Dy. Moreton,
Bijhop of Ely, who kad fome little time be-
been delsver'd into his Cuftody, and by them
Richard’s Ruin was firft contrivd. Ely,
Plotted to recall the Earl of Richmond, and

lo
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to nake a Matck between him and Lady

Elizabeth, Edward’s Daughter. But ther

Defigns being difeover’d before they could be

¢ffelled, Richard fent for old Buckingham

up to Court, whick he declin'd, well knowing

the Confequence of fuch a Fourney; and

Richard, wko was determin'd to take no De

nial,latd his abfolute Commands upon him,

which the other [lighted, and prepared to op-

pofe kim with open Force: and to that pur-
pofe,raifed an Army; but not having where-
with to pay them, they disbanded themfelves.
Upon whick the Duke of Buckingham fled,

and having difguifed himfelf, got to the
Houfe of one Humphry Banifter, formerly

kis Servant, but he had prefery’d him, and
made his Fortune. Here the Duke, tn La-
bourer's Attive, work'd in his Garden; but

King Richard zffusng out a Proclamation,
making ¢t Death to fhelter the fugitive Duke,
andpromsfing a Rewardofa Thoufand Pound
20 any one who fhould difcover kim,Banifter
Jold his Mafter; wko, by Richard’s Order,
was carried to Shrewsbury, and on the 1/ of
November 1483, was beheaded in the Mar-
ket-Place, without any manner of Procefs;
it being very cuflomary, as Authors tell us,to
execule in thofe Days without ever bring-
ing the Accufed to a Trial. Sir Thomas
Moore gives us a long Account of the Mif-

Jortunes that befell Banifter and all kis
Family,in the manner they are related in the
Sollow-
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Jollowing Song. I fhall fay nothing of tﬁe
Ballad 1t _/élj; it berng able lo fpeak its own
Praife. 1 _//zall only obferve, that I do not
" ? tanza’s genuine; they
llong fince, though not
w by the fame Hand ;

d of the Storytold of a

who ufed to add Nofes,

he Masmed Works of

muft unfold,
yet was told,
* move

nts above. '

is Maiden Land,
:e did ftand,
ruled fo,

urft fay No.

t wafh’d the Throne
nake’t his own,
obtain’d

refrain’d.

\im did ftand,
ht and Power,
1 devour.

vas made King,
Ionours bring
s Name,

the fame.

In
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In Clarence Death he had a Hand,

And 'gainft King £dward’s Queen did ftand,
And to her Sons bore little Love,

When he as Baftards would them prove,

King Edward fwore him by his Oath,
In true Allegiance to them both,
Which if I fail, I with quoth he,
All Chriftians Curfe may light on me.

It fo fell out on A4-Souls Day,

By Law his Life was ta’en away :
He had his With, tho’ not his Will ;
For Treafon's End is always IIL

In Zondon having pleaded Claim,
And Rickard thereby won the Game,
He challeng’d Honour for his Gain,
But was rewarded with Difdain.

On which Difgrace within few Hours,
Great Buckingham had rais'd his Powers :
But all in vain, the King was ftrong,

And Stafford needs muft fuffer Wrong.

His Army fail'd, and durft not ftand,
Upon a Traytor’s falfe Command ;
Being thus deceiv’d, old Stafford fled,
And knew not where to hide his Head.

The King with fpeed to have him found,
Did offer full Ten thoufand pound,

Thus Rickard fought to caft him down,
Whofe Wit did win him England’s Crown.

The Plain old Duke his Life to fave,
Of his own Man did fuccour crave;
In hope that he would him relieve,
That late much Land to him did give.

King
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Bafe Banifler this Man was nam'd,
By this vile Deed for ever tham'd,
It is, quoth he, a common Thin%
To injure him that wrong’d his King.

King Edward’s Children he betrayd,

The like 'gainft him I well have plaid:
Being true, my heart him greatly grac'd,
But proving falfe that Love is paft.

Thus Banifler his Mafter fold
Unto his Foe for hire of Gold ;
But mark his End and rightly fee,
The jut Reward of Treachery.

The Duke by Law did lofe his Head;
For him he fought to do moft good,

The Man that wrought his Mafter's Woe,
By lingring grief was brought full low.

For when the King did hear him fpeak,
How bafely he the Duke did take,
Inflead of Gold gave him difgrace,

With Banithment from Town to Place.

Thus Banifler was forc’d to beg,

And crave for Food with Cap and Leg,
But none on him would Bread beftow,
That to his Mafter prov'd a Foe.

Thus wandring in this poor Eftate,
Repenting his Mifdeeds too late,
Till ftarved he gave up his Breath,
By no Man pitied at his Death.

To woful End his Children came,

Sore punifh'd for their Father's Shame :
Within a Channel one was drown'd,

Where Water fcarce could hide the Ground.

Ano-
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* Another by the Powers divine,
Was ftrangely eaten up of Swine:
The laft a woful Ending makes,
By ftrangling in an empty Jakes.

Let Traytors thus behold and fee,

And fuch as falfe to Mafters be;

Let difobedient Sons draw near,

The Judgments well may touch them near.

Both old and young that live not well,
Look to be plagu'd from Heaven or Hell,
So have you heard the Story then

Of this great Duke of Buckingham.

VL A
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VL. A Song of the Life and Death of
King Richard the Third, who, ‘after
many Murthers by him committed
upon the Princes and Nobles of this
Land, was flain at the Battel of
Bofwortk in -Lescefterfhire, by Henry
the Seventh, King of England.

To the Tune of Who liff to lead a Soldier's Life.

{ have already twice [poke of the little Credst
that fome People give to feveral Paffages in
the Life of this King (Vol. 1. p. 146. and
Vol. 2. p. 100.) and therefore fhall not now
repeat it ; bul enter upon his moft remar kable
Allions, as they are deliver'd down by far
the greater Majority of Hifforians. When
Edward the Fourth died, ks eldeft Son was
at Ludlow Caftle ; the King hoping that kis
Prefence would have fome Influence upon the
Welth, who ever and anon proved wvery

" troublefome. Several Expreffes were dif-

Datched to him with the News of his Father's
Death, and kis Uncle Richard Duke of
Gloucefter faften’d him with all poffible
Speed,

5
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Speed, and brought him from thence by way
of Northampton, where part of the Re-
tinue was left one Night, while the King and
Duke came as far as Stony Stratford. The
next Morning Earl Rivers, the King’s Un-
cle by his Mother’s Side, was arrefled, with
Jome other fasthful Perfons; noy could the
young Monarch kelp himfelf, being then but
twelve Years and frve Montts old. Upon this
the Queen, with her other Son the Duke of
York, wko was but nime Years old, took
Sanftuary in Weftminfter-Abby ;  dut
Richard, partly by artful Perfuafions, and
partly by Threats, got him from thence,and
Jent kim with kis Brother to the Tower, un-
der Pryetence of providing the better for they
Safety. Then 1t was that fome Priefes were
employ'd to infinuate in their Sermons, that
ward’s was a Baftard Iffue, and Richard
the undoubted Heir. The Council, who at
Jor/t had thought kis Meaning good, kad in-
vefedhim with the Power of Proteflor,which
Richard made ufe of to remove thofe, who
did not feek Lo advance him to the Throme;
and therefore on the 13th of June, 1483,
the fame Day that Rivers, and otkers of the
Queen’s Friends and Relations were beheaded
at Pomfret, the Lord Haftings, Lord
Chamberlain,was beheadedupon Tower-Hill,
without any manner of Procefs, but carried
diveitly from the Council to the Block : His
Accufation and Sentence by Richard, are
Jaith-
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Jaithfully reprefented in Mr. Rowe's Jane
Shore. Four Days after this, Richard was
proclaimed King, the Duke of Buckingham
having made the City offer him the Crows, in
the manney velated in the preceding Intyo-
duction; and on the 6th of July ke was
crowmed withkis Wife, Anne Dangliter to the
Earl of Warwick, and Relicl of Prence
Edward, Henry tke Sixth's Son, whom
Richard Zemfelf flew. The better to fecwre
kis T3tle to the Crown, Tirrel, with two more,
were employ'd lo make away with the youmg
Princes,whom they fbifled between twoFeatker-
Beds, but theiy Bodies were never found
tll the Year 1674. When the Duke of
Buckingham, wi#42 Morton, kad refolved
upon recalling the Earl of Richmond, and
marrying kim to Lady Elizabeth; Richard,
to break their Meafures,is jaid to have pri-
vately made away with ks Wife, that ke
might marry his own Nisce, and sn her
Right then emjoy the Crown: And the
Queen was almoft brought to give her Confent
foit. But Richmond armed with all poffeble
Expedition, the Duke of Bretagne amd the
King of France affifing kim; but a Storm
met him at Sea, difperfed his Forces, and
wreckd kis Ships. However, his Friends
again kelp'd him, and on the 15¢h’ of Au-
guft 1484, ke landed in Wales with two
thoufand Soldiers; and the Pegple of Eng-
land, dzffatisfy'd with Richard’s Reign,

Vou IIIL D Slockd
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Slockd in to kis Affiftance; fo that in his
Marck his Army confiderably increasd.
Richard tkought st mofe advifeable to mest
him as early as ke could; and therefore with
kis Army ke encamp'd at Botfworth, 7 Le-
cefterthire, where on the 224 of Auguft
the two Armies engag’d: The Battel was
bloody,and bravely fought on both Stdes; but
Richard’s Party was at length routed, and ke
kimfelf flain, after a Reign of two Years,
two Months, and four Days. [Earl Rich-
mond’s 7itle to the Crown, and his Mar-
.vtage to Prince(s Elizabeth, may be feen
in the 106k, and following Pages of the fe-
cond Volume. o

A Tyrant fierce and fell,
o for to gain himfelf a Crown,
Gave fure his Soul to Hell :
* Third Richard was this Tyrant's Name,
The worft of all the Three;
That wrought fuch Deeds of deadly Dole,
That worfer could not be.

‘LIN England once there reign'd a King,

For his Defires were ftill (by Blood)
To be made England’s King,
Which He to gain that golden Prize,
Did many a wondrous thing : '
He flaughter'd up our noble Peers,
And chiefeft in this Land,
With every one that likely was
His Title to withftand.

2 Four
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Four bloody Fields the Tyrant fought,
E'er he could bring to pafs

What he made lawlefs Claim unto,
As his beft liking was :

Sixth Henry's princely Son he flew,
Before his Father’s Face,

And weeded from our Engli/k ’I‘hrone,
All his renowned Race.

This King likewife in London Tower,
He murthering made away ; :

His Brother Duke of Clarence Life,
He alfo did betray.

With thofe right noble Princes twain,
King Edward’s Children dear,

Becaufe to England’s Royal Crown
He thought them both too near.

His own dear Wife alfo he flew,
Inceftuoufly to wed

His own dear Daughter, which for fear

. Away from him was fled :

And made fuch Havock in this Land
Of all the Royal Blood,

. That only one was left unﬂain,

To have his Claims withflood.

Earl RicAmond he by Heaven preferv'd,
To right his Country’s Wrong,

From France prepard full well to fight,
Brought o’er an Army ftrong :

To whom Lord Stanley nobly came,
With many an Engli/k Peer,

And join'd their Forces all in one,
Earl Richmond's Heart to cheer.

Which News when as the Tyrant heard,
How they were come on Shore,

And how his Forces Day by Day,
Increafed more and more :

D2
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He frets, he fumes, and ragingly
A madding Fury thews,

And thought it but in vain to ﬂay,
And fo to Battel goes.

Earl Richmond he in Order brave,
His fearlefs Army led,

In midft of whom thefe noble Words,
Their valiant Leader faid,

Now is the Time and Place, fweet Friends,
And we the Soldiers be,

That muft bring England’s Peace again,
Or lofe our Lives muft we.

Be valiant then, we fight for Fame,
And for our Country’s Good,

Againft a Tyrant mark’d with Shame,
For thedding Engli/k Blood :

I am right Heir of Lancafler,
Entitl’d to the Crown,

Againtft this bloody * Boar of Yor#,
Then let us win Renown.

Mean while had furious Réckard fet
His Army in Array,

And with a ghaftly Look of Fear,
Defpairingly did fay,

Shall Henry Rickmond with his Troops
O’er-match us thus by Might,

That comes with fearful Cowardice,
With us this Day to fight {

Shall Zudor from Plantagenct
Win thus the Crown away 1

No, Richard’s noble Mind foretels,
That ours will be the Day :

* Richard was wufwally called the Boar of York, &y
reafon of the Boar ke had in his Coal of Arms.
: For
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For golden Crowns we bravely fight,
And Gold fhall be their Gain,

In great Abundance giv'n to them,
That live this Day unflain.

Thefe Words being fpoke, the Battels join'd,
Where Blows they bravely change,

And Richmond, like a Lion bold,
Performed Wonders ftrange ;

And made fuch Slaughter through the Camp,
Till he King Rickard 'fpies,

Who fighting long together there,
At laft the Tyrant dies.

Thus ended England’s woful War,
Ufurping Rickard dead,

King Henry fair Elisabeth
In Pnncely fort did wed :

For he was then made England’s King,
And fhe his crowned Queen :

So ’twixt thefe Houfes long at Strife,
A Unity was feen.

D 3 VIL The
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VII. The Story of Il May-Day, in the
Time of King Henry the Eighth, and
why it was fo called; and how
Queen Katherine begged the Lives
of Two thoufand London Appren-
tices.

To the Tune of Effex good Night.

Thefollowing Songts foundeduponalFall; nor
has the Writer taken many Liberties in al-
teringit uaving only magnifiedandiliuflrated
the Story. The Thing happen’d on the May-
Eve, of the Year 1517, the Eighth of
Henry VINIiE's Reign. Numbers of Fo-
reigners were at that time fettled in Eng-
land, with particular Privileges; and, as
our Author J1ftly obferves, run away with
the greateft Part of the Trade, whilft feveral
of the Natives wanted. T) he Englith Va-
tion, I mean the Commonally, is not apt to
be over-civil to Strangers,and need no great
Provocation to abufe them ; but when they

Sulfered by them in this manner, ’twas with

a great
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a great deal of Difficulty that they were re-
Sraind. Several were for encouraging a
Tumult, but particularly one Lincolne, a

Broker, who hired a certain Preacher, called
Dr. Bele, Zo inflame the People by his Ser-
mons. The Court perceivd what the Cits-
zens would fain be al, but to prevent them,
anOrder was fent by the King and /is Privy-
Council to the Lord-Mayor and Aldermen,

that they requived every Houfekeeper, under

very fevere Penalties, to take care that all kis

Servants andhis whole Family fhould bewith-

tn-doors by Nine at Night; and this the

Magiftrates were to fee punituallyper form'd.

This Order was for fome time very well ob-

fervd, but fill they wanted only an Oppor-
tunity of Rifing, whick an Accident gave

them. Two Apprentices playing in the Streets

about Eleven a-Clock on the May-Eve, the
Alderman of the Ward came to arref? them;

but they thinking they had more Privilege on
that Night than any other, began to call out
to thetr Fellows for A/fiftance, and fo many
came running out of Doors from the Neigh-
bourhood, that the A lderman was forced to
. Encourag’d by this, and feeing their
Numbers increafe as the Rumour of their
being up [pread, they haften’d to the Prifons
where Jome had been committed for abufing
Strangers, and thefe they firft deliver'd.
The Lord-Mayor and Sheriffs, and Sir Tho-

mas Moore, who had been their Recorder,
D4 and
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and was very much beloved by them, conld not
with all thery Pexfuafions reftrasn them, and
Forcethey hadnot fufficient to.oppofe to them;
but furiouflyyufhsng on to the Houfe of a very
vich Foreagner, whom, as ke was a
Trader, they particularly hated, they broke
open kis Doors, kelld every one they met
with theve, and rifled all the Goods; end in
other Places they commitied divers other Out-
rages. At length the News of this Diforder
reaching the Ears of the Earls of Shrews-
bury and Surrey, they rofe, and laking with
them all the Inns-of-Court-Men, they clear'd
the Streets of the Rioters, and took Numsbers
of them Prifoners. S/wrtl{ after, the Dywke
of Norfolk and the Earl of Surrey, witk
1300 Soldiers, came into the City, and jorn-
tng the Lovd-Mayor and Aldermen, pro-
ceeded againft the Crimenals. Two hundred
and feventy eight were found guilty, but whe-
ther through the Interceffion of Queen Ca-
therine, or through a merciful Difpofition of
King Henry, nat above twelve or fofteen fuf-
fered; Lincolne, with three or more
of the moft guilty, wers hang’d, drawn and
quarter'd; abowut len more werve hang’d on
Gibbets in the Streets, and the Lord-Mayor,
Aldermen and Recorder appearing on the
Behalf the reft at Court, they vecav'd a
Check, as if fome of the Magiftracy hkad
connived al the Riot; and the refe of the
Criminals were order'd to appear Mor;{ the
. . t@'
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King at Welkminfter sz white Shirts, and
Halters about their Necks; and with them
mized a great Number of People, who were
not before fufpelled, that they might be ents-
tled fo a Pardox; which the King kavin
. granted, ke alfo order’d the Gibbels whic.
had been erefled to be taken down, and the
Citizens were again refloved to Favour.
What Service thefe Apprentices afterwards
did the King in War I know nat, but our
Poct feems to bs a very good Moralsf}: He
S fhews us the Danger of fuffering Stran-
gers 1o fettle herve, and take the Bread out of
the Moutks of our Artifans: In the next
Dlace, ke has expofed the many Mifchiefs pro-
ceeding from a Riot,and the Impo[fibilty of
Supprelfing it till muck Blood has been fled.
A fter having [poke of the King's Mevey, ke
obferves the good Effel? it had; thofe Men
whofe Lives i  [pared, proving afterwards of
the greatef Service to him in his French
War, and being the foremoft in the Battel, or
in the Sacking of Towns.
Erufe the Stories of this Land,
+ And with Advifement mark the fame,
And you fhall juftly underftand
How Il May-Day firft got the Name.
For when King Henry th’ Eighth did reign,
And rul’d our famous Kingdom here,
His Royal Queen he had from Spain,
With whom he liv'd full many a Year.

D s Queen
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Queen Katherine nam'd, as Stories tell,
Sometime his elder Brother's Wife ;
By which unlawful Marriage fell
An endlefs Trouble during Life :
But fuch kind Love he ftill conceiv'd,
Of his fair Queen, and of her Friends,
Which being by Spain and France perceiv'd,
Their Journeys faft for England bends.

And with good Leave were fuffered
Within our Kingdom here to flay,
Which Multitude made Vi€tuals dear,
And all things elfe from Day to Day ;
For Strangers then did fo increafe,
By reafon of King Henry's Queen,
And privileg’d in many a Place
To dwell, as was in London feen.
Poor Tradefmen had fnall Dealing then,
And who but Strangers bore the Bell ¢
Which was a Grief to Zngli/h-Men,
To fee them'here in London dwell :
Wherefore (God-wot) upon May-Lve,
As Prentices on Maying went,
Who made the Magiftrates believe,
At all to have no other Intent:

But fuch a May-game it was known,
As like in London never were ;
For by the fame full many a one,

With lofs of Life did pay full dear :
For Thoufands came with BiZoe Blade,
As with an Army they could meet,

And fuch a bloody Slaughter made
Of Foreign Strangers in the Street,

That all the Channels ran down with Blood,
In every Street where they remain'd ;
Yea, every one in danger flood,
That any of their Part maintain'd :

The
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The Rich, the Poor, the Old, the Young,
Beyond the Seas tho’ born and bred,
By Prentices they fufferd Wrong,
When armed thus they gatherd Head.

Sach Multitudes together went,
No warlike Troops could them withfland,
Nor yet by Policy them prevent,
What they by Force thus took in hand :
Till at the laft King Henry's Power,
This Multitude encompafs’d round,
Where with the Strength of London’s Tower,
They were by Force fupprefs'd and bound.

And Hundreds hang’d by Martial Law,
On Sign-Pofts at their Mafters Doors,
By which the reft were kept in Awe,
And frighted from fuch loud Uproars :
And others which the Fact repented,
(Two thoufand Prentices at leaft)
Were all unto the King prefented,
As Mayor and Magiftrates thought beff.

With two and two together tied,
Through Zemple-Bar and Strand they go,
To Wefiminfler there to be tried,
With Ropes about their Necks alfo :
But fuch a Cry in every Street,
Till then was never heard or known,
By Mothers for their Children fweet,
Unbappily thus overthrowp.

Whofe bitter Moans and fad Laments,
Poffefi’d the Court with trembling Fear :
Whereat the Queen herfelf relents,
Tho’ it concern’d her Country dear :
What if (quoth fhe) by .Spani/% Blood,
Have London’s flately Streets been wet,
Yet will I feek this Country’s Good,
And Pardon for thefe young Men get.
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Or elfe the World will fpeak of me,

And fay Queen Katherine was unkind,
And judge me ftill the Caufe to be,

Thefe young Men did thefe Fortunes find :
And fo difrob’d from rich Attires,

With Haits hang’d down, fhe fadly hies,
And of her gracious Lord requires

A Boon, which hardly he denies.

The Lives (quoth fhe) of all the Blooms

Yet budding green, thefe Youths I crave ;
O let them not have timelefs Tombs,

For Nature longer Limits gave :
In faying fo, the pearled Tears

Fell trickling from her Princely Eyes ;
Whereat his gentle Queen he chears,

And fays, Stand up, fweet Lady rife.

The Lives of them I freely give,
No. Means this Kindnefs fhall debar,
Thou haft thy Boon, and they may live
To ferve me in my Bullen War :
No fooner was this Pardon given,
But Peals of Joy rung through the Hall,
As tho’ it thundred down from Heaven,
The Queen’s Renown amongft them all

For which (kind Queen &lmth joyful
She gave to them both Thanks and Pralfe,
And fo from them did gently part,
And livid beloved all her Days :
And when King Henry ftood in need
Of trufty Soldiers at command ;
Thefe Prentices prov’d Men indeed,
And fear’d no Force of warlike Band.

For at the Snege of Tours in France,

They thew'd themfelves brave Engli/hmen ;
At Bullen too they did advance

St. George's luﬂy Standard then ;
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Let Zourine, Tournay, and thofe Towns
‘That good King Henry nobly won,
Tell London's Prentices Renowns,
And of their Deeds by them there done.

For Il May-day, and Il May-games,
Perform’d in young and tender Days,
Can be no Hindrance to their Fames,
Or Stains of Manhood any ways :
But now it is ordain’d by Law,
We fee on May-day's Eve at Night,
To keep unruly Youths in Awe,
By London's Watch in Armour bright.

Still to prevent the like Mifdeed,

‘Which once thro’ headftrong young Men came;
And that’s the Caufe that I do read,

May-day doth get fo ill a Name.

VIIL A



VIII. A Song of an Englife Knight,
that ma.rrieg the Royal Princefs,
Lady Mary, Sifter to King Henry
the Eighth, which Knight was after-
ward made Duke of Sufolé.

To the Tune of Who lifl to lead a Soldier's Life.

Szr Charles Brandon, Vifeount Lifle, the
Hero of the following Song, was, for feveral
good Services dome to King Henry VIIL
created Duke of Suffolk in the Year 1514,
and it was thought at the time the King con-
Jerr'd this Honour upon him, he intended
kim a far greater, by giving him his fecond
Sifter the Princefs Mary in Marriage ; but
742 at this time Lewis XII. of France feck-
ing the Alliance of the Englith King, a
Match was made up between him and the
Princefs, to the great Grief of the Duke;
who. however, though he dearly loved ker,
kad Honour enough never to ufe the leaft
Means for preventing the Marriage, think-
ing. it Jo very much to her Advaniage. The

_ Princefs,
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Princefs, with a noble Retinue, was fent aver
to France, wkere fhe marvied Lewis on the
9tk of O&ober 1514 ; but that Monarch
did not long enjoy ker, ke dying the firfe of
January following. His Succeffor Francis 1.
proposd the Queen Dowager’s Return into
England, % whick King Henry confented,
after having made the beft Conditions ke
could for kis Sifter, and taken Securty for
the Payment of her Dowry. This done,
Jome of the Englith Nobles were appointed
o go over int:% rance £o recesve the Queen,
and condull ker back; among f¢ them were the
Dulke of Suffolk, wko, upon kis Arrival,
renewing kis Suit, and being already in her
g0od Graces, found it no difficult Matter to
guin kis Point ; and wifely concluding, that
King Henry might not fo readily confent to
his marrying the Dowager of France, as he
would have done to kis marryingthe Prince(s
kis Sifler, he would not delay his Happins/s,
but had the Marriage privately celebrated be-
Jore ke left France. When the News was
brought to Henry, ke feemi'd muck diffatif-
Jred with it, and at firf? kept Suffolk af a
Diftance; but the King of France and others
inlerceding in his Behalf, he was very well
reconcild to him, and the Duke had no fmall
Share afterwards in the Admintflyation of
Affasrs. ’Tis remarkable, that neithey this
Lady or ker Sifter had any great Pride or
A mé:'tion in them ; for although they 60{;,
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by theCare of their Friends, had been wedded
to Monarchks, we find that the cldeft Stfter,
Prince/s Margaret, after kaving buried her
JSirfe Hufband, James V. of Scotland, ckofe
one of her Nobles for a _fecond, and married
Archibald Douglas, Earl of Angus, as /
before obferved, Vol. L. p. 204.

Ighth Henry ruling in this Land,
He had a Sifter fair,
That was the widow'd Queen of France,
Enriched with Vertues rare :
And being come to England’s Court,
She oft beheld a Knight,
Charles Brandon nam'd, in whofe fair Eyes,
She chiefly took Delight.
And noting in her Princely Mind,
His gallant fweet Behaviour,
She daily drew him by degrees,
Still more and more in Favour :
Which he perceiving, courteous Knight,
Found fitting Time and Place,
And thus in amorous fort began,
His Love-Suit to her Grace :

I aim at Love, fair Queen, faid he,
Sweet let your Love incline,

That by your Grace, Ckarles Brandon may
On Earth be made divine :

If worthlefs I might worthy be
To have fo good a Lot,

To pleafe your Highnefs in true Love,
My Fancy doubteth not.

Or if that Gentry might convey
So great a Grace to me,
I can maintain the fame by Birth,
Being come of good Degree :
If
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If Wealth you think be all my Want,
Your Highnefs hath great Store,
And my Suppliment fhall be Love,
can you with for more ?

It hath been known when hearty Love

Did tie the True-love Knot ;
now if Gold and Silver want,

The Marriage proveth not.

The goodly Queen hereat did blufh,
But made a dumb Reply;

Which he imagin'd what fhe meant,
And kifs'd her reverently.

Brandon (quoth the) I greater am,
Than would I were for thee,
But can as little mafter Love,
As them of low Degree :
My Father was a King, and fo
A King my Husband was,
My Brother is the like, and he
Will fay I do tranfgrefs.

But let him fay what pleafeth him,
His Liking I’ forego,

And chufe a Love to pleafe my felf,
Though all the World fays no:
Plowmen make their Marriages
As beft contents their Mind,

Why thould not Princes of Eftate
The like Contentment find ?

But tell me, Brandon, am 1 not
More forward than befeems %

Yet blame me not for Love, I love
Where beft my Fancy deems.
d long may live (quoth he) to love ;
Nor longer live may I,

when I love your Royal Grace,

And then difgraced die.

But
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But if I do deferve your Love,
My Mind defires Difpatch,
For many are the Eyes in Court,
That on your Beauty watch :
But am not I, fweet Lady now,
More forward than behoves?
Yet for my Heart, forgive my Tongue,
That fpeaks for him that loves.

The Queen and this brave Gentleman
Together both did wed,

And after fought the King's Good-will,
And of their Wifhes fped :

For Brandon foon was made a Duke,
And graced fo in Coust,

Then who but he did flaunt it forth
Amongft the nobleft fort. :

And fo from Princely Brandon's Line,
And Mary's did proceed

The noble Race of Suffol%’s Houfe,
As after did fucceed :

From whofe high Blood, the Lady Fane,
Lord Guilford .Dudley’'s Wife,

Came by Defcent, who with her Lord,
In London loft her Life.

IX. A



IX. A Princely Song of the Six
Queens that were married to Hewry
the Eighth, King of England.

To the Tune of Well-a-day.

Henry VIII. Son to Henry VIIL. (whofe Ge-
nealogyand Title to the Cvown maybe feen in
the 106t Page of Vol. 1) was born the
284k of June, 1491. As ke was a younger
Son, his Father defign'd to bring him up o
Clergyman, thinking to give kim an Arch-
bifkoprick, thereby maémga hand/fome Pro-
vifson for kim, and freesng the Nation from
that Charge. ThisMonarch had marrsedkis
elde/t Son to an Infanta of Spain; ut Prince
Arthur dying in the fixteenth Year of his
Age, Prince Henry was taken off from kis
Studies ; and bis Father, unwilling to repay
the Dawry of the an_/.'s Catherine, and
Srealledgingthat fhenever had carnal Know-
ledge Qf ﬁer late Husband, ke determin’d to

. marry her to Henry, but died before he had

+ gffelled it, on the 22d of April 1509. By

the Advice of ks Council, Henry VIIIL
married
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maryied the Princefs Catherine the 3d of
June following. Heafterwards finifhed the
Chapel kis Father had begun in Weftminfter-
Abby, whick is ftill fhewn as Henry the Se-
venth's Chapel, and whick coft a prodigious
Sum of Money. From the above Marriage
Jprung but oneChild that lived, the Princefs
Mary, who was born at the beginning of the
Year 1516. In the Year 27, King Henry
offer'd her in Marriage to the King of
France; out the Bifhop of Tarbe, the
French 4 mbafjador, refufed the Offer, ob-
Jecting to her Legytimacy ; ke alfo told the
King, the Pope had no Power to grant hima
Dz/pen/iztzon for maryying his Brother's We-
dow. This is thought to have been the firft
thing that alarm'd the King, and raifed
Jome Scruples in him; for thofe that pretend
to fay that ke was then in Love with Anna
Bullen, are palpably miftaken: nor indeed
isthere the leaft Ground for fuck a Sufpicion;
Jor the King had no great Command over his
Paffions, and had ke loved Anna Bullen a¢
that time, ke would not have fiaid five Years
Jor ker: Befides whick a Marriage was then
propofed, and could the Divorce have been
obtained as foon as ’twas expelled, would cer-
tainly have been folemniz d between the King
and the Dutchefs of Alanzon, Sifter to
. Francis 1. of France. Great Time was
- Jpent in controverting the Validity of this
Marvyiage, and pretty flrong Proofs were
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made of Prince Arthur's Aaving had carnal

Knowledge of her, though Queen Catherine

Sl dented it. At length a Divorce was
promounced.in the Year 1532, and the King
married Anna the Daughler of Sir Thomas

Bollen, o Bullen, @ Lady of great Beauty

and Accommplifments, fke having [pent part
of her Time in the Court of France, whi-

ther fhe went with Princefs Mary, the King’s

Stfler, and flaid bekind her there fome con-

JSiderable time. On the 6tk of September,
33, Princefs Elizabeth was born, who then

was look’d upon as Heir to the Crown, tn de-

Jault of Iffue Male, Princefs Mary kaving
been declarved illegitimate. Queen Cathe-

rine, after her Divorce, was called Princefs

Dowager ; but fhe was not long confined to

that Title, for in the Montk of )anuary

1538 fhe died. Nor did her Succeffor long

Jurvive ker ; Anna Bullen (whether juftly
0¥ no,is not my prefent Bufinefs )was accusd

of Adultery, and on the 15tk of May,

in the fameYear,was tried and recerved Sen-

tence of Death. At the fame time were

condemn’d the Lord Rochfort, Brother to

the Queen, Henry Norris, Efy; Mark

Smeton, of the King’s Privy-Chamber, Wil-

liam Brereton, £fy; and Sir Francis

Wefton, Knt. Gentlemen of the Bed-Cham-
ber ; thefe Five were bekeaded on the 17k,

but the Queen was refpited till the 19th, at

whick time fke alfo fuffer'd. Shortly (fome

4 S
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Jay the next Day) after her Deathk, the
King married Jane Seymour, Daughter to
Sz Thomas Seymour, an A ttendant on the
late Queen, who, on the 8tk of November,
tn the Year 37, was brought to Bedof Prince
Edward, and died en Child-Bed, as I kave
already related in the 115tk, and following
Pages of the Second Volume. And King
Henry kaving a Son, ventur'd to declare
kis other Daughter Prince/s Elizabeth ¢//e-
gitimate : Butl this being his laft Child, and
Jearing (as it afterwards happen'd) that
Edward might die without Iffue, ke had the
Lllegitimacyaftewardsrepeal’d. KingHenry
lived fome time a Widower, but at length a
Marriage being propofed between him and
Anne of Cleves, Stfer to the Duke of that
Name, it was concluded, and they were mar-
ried on the 6tk of January, 153 ; bul the
King difliked her Perfon before Marriage;
andzs faid to have declar’d the next Morning,
that fle did not come a Virgin to his Bed.
Thefe Reafons, and her Friends not comply-
ing with their Promifes, made the King re-
Jolved o get vid of ker ; and a Pre-contral?
between her and another Prince not having
been cancell'd according to Agreement, the
Marriage was on the 12th of July the fame
Year declared void, and the 8th of Auguft
Jollowing he married Katherine Howard,
Daughter to Edmund, third Son of Thomas
Sirft Duke of Norfolk ; but fhe came polluted
to
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lo his Bed, and on the 13th of February
41-2, fhe was bekeaded for Adultery, whick
was_fufficiently proved againft her. Someof
our Hiflorians, who areinclined to be merry,
tell us, that after this, there was no Maiden
Lady who would venture upon the King, in-
Jomuck that ke was obligedtomarrya Widow,
whick ke did on the 12tk of July 43, taking
to Wife the Lady Katherine Par, Relié? of
the Lord Latimer, whofe Life was once in
the greateft Danger on account of her Re-
ligion, fhe having undertook to difpute on fe-
veral Points at different times with the King
her Husband, and thofe about kim. Arti-
cles were privately drawn up again/t her, but
Je kaving fome Intimation given her of it,
took occafion to fall into the fame Difcourfe
with the King; and in the Height of it, let
him kenow fhe was far from adkering to thofe
Principles fhe was maintaining; but that
knowing how greal a Divine the King was,
Jhe laid hold of every Opportunity to contra-
dict what fhe believ'd, that fhe might daily
be inferucledin her Faith. This Speeck pro-
duced the defired Effell,and ke was reconciled
20 her,and her Enemies felt that Fury which
they had endeavour'd to raife againf rker.
Nor did fhe long after this fland expofed to
the King’s precarious Humour for this hap-
perd in 46, and on the 28tk of January of
the Year following King Henry died.

‘When
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Hen England’s Fame did ring,
Royally, Royally,
Of Henry the Eighth our King,
All the World over:
Such Deeds of Majefty,
Won he moft worthily,
England to glorify,
By the Hand of fair Heaven.
His Royal Father dead,
Curioufly, curioufly,
Was he then wrapt in Lead,
As it appeareth : -
Such a Tomb did he make,
For his fweet Fathers fake,
As the whole World may fpeak
Of his gallant Glory.

Zngland’s brave Monument,
Sumptuoufly, fumptuoufly,
Kings and Queens gave Confent
To have it there grac'd :
Henry the Eighth was he,
Builded in Gallantry,
With golden Bravery,
In his rich Chapel.

And after did provide,
Carefully, carefully,

To chufe a Princely Bride,
For his Land’s Honour :

His Brother’s Widow he

Married mott lawfully,

His loving Wife to be,
Royal Queen Katkerine.

Which Queen he loved dear,
Many a Day, many a Day,

Full Two and twenty Year,
E'er they were parted.

.

From
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From this renowned Dame,
Mary his Daughter came,
Yet did his Bifhops frame
To have her divorced.

When as Queen Katkerine knew
How the King, how the King,
Prov'd in Love moft untrue,
Thus to forfake her;
Good Lord ! what bitter Woe,
Did this fair Princefs thow,
Unkindly thus to go
From her fweet Husband.

Oh my kind Sovereign dear,
Said the Queen, faid the Queen,
Full Two and twenty Year
Have I been marry'd :
Sure it will break my Heart,
From thee now to depart,
I n€’er plaid Wanton’s Part,
Royal King Henry.

All this availed nought,
Woful Queen, woful Queen,
A Divorce being wrought,
She muft forfake him :
Never more in his Bed
Laid fhe her Princely Head :
Was e’er a Wife fo beftead,
Like to Queen Katkerine.

Amongtt our Englihmen
Of Renown, of Renown,
The Earl of Wilt/hire then
Had a virtuous fair Daughter :
A brave and Princely Dame,
Anna Bullen by Name,
This Virgin was by Fame, .
Made Wife to King Henry.
VoL, IIL E

From
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From this fame Royal Queen,
Blefledly, bleffedly,
As it was known and feen,
Came our fweet Princefs
England’s Elizabeth,
Faireft Queen on the Earth;
° Happy made by her Birth,
Was this brave Kingdom.

When Anna Bullen's Place,
Of a Queen, of a Queen,
Had been for three Years Space,
More was her Sorrow :
In the King’s Royal Head,
Secret difpleafure bred,
That coft the Queen her Head,
In London's ftrong Tower.

Then took he to Wife Lady Farne,
Lovingly, lovingly,

That from the Seymours came,
Nobly defcended :

But her Love bought the dear,

She was but Queen one Year;

In Child-bed fhe dy’d we hear,
Of Royal King £dward.

England then underftand,
Famouly, famoufly,

Princefs Three of this Land,
Thus came from three Queens :

Katherine gave Mary Birth,
Anna Elizabeth, .

Fane, Edward by her Death ;
All crown'd in England.

After thefe married he,
All in Fame, all in Fame,

A Dame of Dignity,
Fair Anne of Cleve :

Her
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Her Sorrow foon was feen,

Only fix Months a Queen,

Graces but growing green,
So quickly divorced.

Yet liv'd the with Grief to fee,
Woful Queen, woful Queen !

Two more as well as fhe,
Married unto King Henry:

To enjoy Love's Delights,

On their fweet Wedding-Nights,

Which were her proper Rites,

» Mournful young Princefs.

Firft a fweet gallant Dame,
Nobly born, nobly bomn,

Which had unto her Name
Fair Katherine Howard :

guuth i&rg two Years axere patt,

iki ew fo f:

She loft hg' Head at laft :

Small time of Glory !

. After her, Katherine Parre,
Made he Queen, made he Queen,
Late Wife to Lord Latimer,
Brave Engli/k Baron.
This Lady of Renown,
Deferved not a Frown,
Whilft Henry wore the Crown
Of thrice famous England.

Six Royal Queens you fee,
Gallant Dames, gallant Dames,
At Command married he,
Like a great Monarch :
Yet lives his famous Name,
Without Spot or Defame ;
From Royal Kings he came,
Whom all the World feard.

E 2
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X. A lamentable Ditty on the Death of
Lord Guilford Dudley, and the Lady
Fane Grey, that' for their Parents
Ambition, in feeking to make thefe
two young Princes King and Queen
of England, were both beheaded in
the Tower of London.

To the Tune of Peter and Pernell.

T0 enter upon this Story, we muft look back-
wards upon the two laft Years of King Ed-
ward’s Reign, from whence the Civil War at
the beginning of Mary’s took its firf? Rife.
Among 2 thofe who kad any part in the Ad-
minifiration under King Edward, was Dud-
ley Earl of Warwick, a Man of a very
ambitious Temper, and who ffuck at nothing
to remave thofe ke look'd upon as kis Rivals,
andwho might any ways flandinCompetition
with kim for the firft Honours. In the Year
1551, King Edward made feveral Promo-
Lions,and.among [t others,the ambitious Farl
of Warwick was made Duke of Northmél-

berland ;
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berland ; end H Gray, Marquis of
Dorfet, Duke of Se:g)lk. This latter had
married Frances, the Daughter of Mary,
Jecond  Sifter to King Henry VIIL by
Charles Brandon, Duke of Suffolk, as
above-mention'd ; by whom ke had the Lady
Jane, the Heroine of the following Song.

This yowung Lady Northumberland lookd

. upon as the Step by which ke muft afcend to
the wtmoft Height of Ambition ; and there-
Sfore made up a Marriage between her and
his fourth Son the Lord Guilford ; at the
Jame time marrying kis other Children into
the moft power ful Families, that by their Al
liances he might fupport his Pretenfions, as

unjufl as they were ; for Lady Jane kad cer-
tainly no Title to the Crown. ThePrincefjes

Mary and Elizabeth kad indeed by their Fa-

ther King Henry been declared illegitimate,

as before obferv'd ; but the Al of [llegits-

macy had been repeal’d in kis Life-time, and

they by Parliament declar'd Succeffors to the

Crown, in default of Edward’s [ffue. Be-

JSides thefe, theve was the [ffue of King
Henry's elder Stfter, whofe great Grandfon

King James afterwardsinkeritedthe Crown;

and even the Lady Frances herfelf was alive,

who hkad a prior Right to ker Daughter; but

all thefe Confiderations were overlook'd by

Northumberland, who was determined at

al any rate lo compafs his Ends. Some

Hiftorians will tell us, that the firft thing

E 3 taken
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Laken care of was, that Edward fhonld never
live to have [ffue ; for which Reafon, Sty Ro-
bert Dudley, another of Northumberland’s
Sons, was made one of the Six ordinary Gen-
tlemen of the Bed-Chamber : nor did King
Edward (add they) long enjoy kis Health
after ke came into Waiting. Whether this be
Falt or no, I cannot pretend to determine ;
certain it is, That young Monarch did not dse
without Sufpicion of Poifon. Northumber-
land at that time was the chief, I might fay,
the only Man in Power near him; Northum-
berland kad a Daughter-in-Law to raife to
the Throne. Thefe Reafons, josn'd to the
general Hatred the People bore him, made all
the Odium of the Sufpicion be caft upon
kim. When Edward drew towards his Exd,
Letters Patents were drawn up by the.Advice
of the Council (whick the Duke ruled) ap-
pointing Lady Jane Succe/ffor to the Crowmn,mn
default of [ffue Male of the Lady Frances,
and thefe, to have a Title, muf? be born in
the King’s Life-time ; and the Lady Frances
was not only reckor'd paft Child-bearing,but
had fhe been half gone,’ twas impoffible, from
his State of Health, King Edward fhould
kave lived till the Term of her Delivery.
Thefe Letters, fignw'd by the King and the
Council, were dated the 21/2 of June 1553,
and the King died the 6tk of July following
at Greenwich. His Death was kept fecret
two Days, whilt Northumberland madk the

neceffary
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necefJary Preparationstooppofeany Meafures
the Prince/s Mary might take; but in vain,
the People join’d with ker, and her Friends
at Court contrived, that Northumberland
kimfelf fhowld march againft her: So that
the Nobiléty and City being no longer under
any Reftraint from his Prefence, declar'd for
Queen Mary.  Northumberland feezng
what Turn Affairs were like to take, pro-
claim’d Queen Mary kimfelf at Cambridge,
but *twas too late; ke was taken, arraign'd,
condemn’d, and executed. The Duke qf;;af-
folk, Lady Jane’s Father, was imprifon’d
in the Tower, but within four Days after
recavd a Pardon from Queen Mary. On
the 13tk of November the Lord Guildford
and Lady Jane were alfo condemn’d, but re-
prievd by the Queen, wko certainly did in-
tend to fave their Lives, had not her own Fa-
ther made it impoffible; for the very begin-
ning of the Year following, the ungrateful
Suffolk, wko kad fo lately recesv'd a Pardon,
appear’'d in Arms again, and had fEirred up
JSuck Difeontents among f2 the People upon the
Queen’s approacking Marriage with Prince

Philip of Spain, that this Rebellion hadal-

moft proved fatal lo ker ; but ke was defeated,

and afterwards éetmy‘a’ by kis Servant.

Queen Mary feeing how precarious her Title

was whilft Lady Jane was living, figned the

Dead Warrant, as well for her as her Huf-
band. The Lord Guildford upon this, defir'd

4 o

E 4
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2o fee kis Wife, but fhe refusd it, thinking
thesr Meeting too great a Shock to bear; but
ke had Courage enough to fec him from her
Window go towards the Hill, and faw the
keadlefs Trunk brought back again. About
two Hours after, the fame Day, (12th of
February) fke was bekeaded within the
Tower, pitied and lamented by all; for her
Crime was not key own,and committed muck
againft her Will: She would have refusd the
Crown, but her Parents forc'd her to accept
it ; and when fke was obliged to take the Re-
galia, fhe publickly wept. Her Reign lafied
but ten Days, and when firipped of her
Royal Robes, fhe appeared much better plea-
Jfed than when forced to put them on. Ske
was a beautiful young Lady, had a great
Share of Learning, being, amongh other
things, extremly well versd sn the Greek
and Latin Tongues, whick fhe not only read,
but writ with eafe: She was an Example
of Pietyand conjugal Love, and Miftrefs of
a Diferetion far greater than could be ex-
pelted sn ome of her Age, being at the btime
of King Edward’s Death but fizteen Years
old.

Hen as King Edward left this Life,
In young and blooming .Years,

Began fuch deadly Hate and Strife,

Th.a.t filled England full of Tears,
Ambition in thofe antient Days,
More than Ten thoufand, thoufand, thoufand

Troubles .did arife.

Northum-
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Northumberland being made a Duke,
Ambitioufly did feek the Crown,
And Suffolk for the fame did look,
To put Queen Mary’s Title down,
That was King Henry's Daughter bright,
And Queen of England, England, England,
And King EZdward's Heir by right.

Lord Guilford and the Lady Fane
Were wedded by their Parents Wills ;
The Right from Mary {o was ta'en,
Which drew them on to farther Ills:
But mark the End of this Mifdeed,
Mary was crowned, erowned, crowned,
And they to Death decreed. ‘

And being thus adjudg’d to die,

For thefe their Parents haughty Aims,
That thinking thus to mount on high,

Their Children King and Queen proclaims :
But in fuch Aims no Bleflings be, .
When as Ten thoufand, thoufand, thoufand,

Their thameful Endings fee.

Sweet Princes they deferv'd no Blame,
That thus muft die for Father’s Caufe,

And bearing of fo great a Name,
To contradi& our Englifs Laws.

Let all Men then conclude in this,

That they are haplefs, haplefs, haplefs,
Whofe Parents do amifs.

Now who more great than they of late?
Now who more wretched than they are ¥
And who more lofty in Eftate,
Thus fuddenly confum’d with Care?
Then Princes all fet down this reft,
And fay the golden, golden, golden
. Mean is always beft.

Es Prepard
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Prepar'd, at laft drew on the Day,
Whereon the Princes both muft die;

Lord Guilford Dudley by the way,
His deareft Lady did efpy,

Whilft he unto the Block did go,

She in her Window weeping, weeping, weeping,
Did lament her Woe.

Their Eyes that look’d for Love €’er-while,
Now blubber'd were with pearled Tears,
And every Glance and Lover's Smile,
Were turn’d to Dole and deadly Fears:
Lord Guildford’s Life did bleeding lye,
Expecting Angels, Angels, Angels
Silver Wings ¢to mount on high.

His deareft Lady long did look,
When fhe unto the Block fhould go,

Where fweetly praying on her Book,
She made no Sign of outward Woe;

But wifh'd that the had Angels Wings,

To fee that golden, golden, golden
Sight of Heavenly things.

And mounting on the Scaffold then,
Where Guilford's lifelefs Body lay,
I come, quoth fhe, thou Flower of Men,
For Death fhall not my Soul difmay :
The Gates of Heaven ftand open wide,
To Reft for ever, ever, ever:
And thus thofe Princes dy'd.

Their Parents likewife loft their Heads,
For climbing thus one Step too high:
Ambitious Towers have flippery Leads,
And fearful to a wife Man’s Eye :
For one’s Amifs great Houfes fall,
Therefore take Warning, Warning, Warning,
By this, you Gallants all.

XI. The



XI. The Ilamentable Complaint of
Queen Mary for the unkind Depar-
ture of King Philip, in whofe Ab-
fence fhe fell fick and died.

To the Tune of Crimfon Velvet.

When QueenMary came to the Crown, fhe was
about Thirty fox Yearsof Age, and kad /i-
therto declined Marriage, either becaufe ke
kad no I'nclination for a married State, or
JSearedperhaps fhemig ht not bebeloved, having
no very great Share of Beauty; but mow fhe
thought it neceffaryto feck fome power ful A [-
kances,at the fame time hoping to leave Chil-
drenbekindher; for fke was a flaunch Catho-
lick, and was determined to overturn Ed-
ward’s Reformation,andreconcile the Church
Z’England to that of Rome: but fhe knew

Labour would be in vain, tf the Crown

Jhould ever devolve to her Sifler Elizabeth,
who was as zealous a Proteftant. Several
Malckes were propojed for the Queen, but
one was at length concluded between her and '
Prince Philip of Spain, Son to the E%{Zfr

es
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Charles V.  Thss gave a great deal of Un-
‘ﬁ ¢/s to many of the Englith, who thought
'y Nation muft be fubjelled to Spain, and
treated by it as a conquer'd Province. This
Oppertunity it was, that Suffolk,Wiat, and
Jeveral others lasd kold of for rasfing a Re-
bellion ; but being defeated, they met with
the Rewardof ;{ eafon. As foon as an end
was put to thefeintefiine T rouéles the Trealy
of Marriagewas renew'd and concluded, upon
Termsnowaysdsfadvantageoustothe Englith
Nation; and Prence Philip fatling for Eng-
land, landed :‘;‘Saouthampton the 27th of
Jul 1554 3 and Aaving refted himfelf a few
4 , ke wont %mcheﬁer ”:juelzm the
Qm was alnady, and their Masviage was
Jolemniz'd there om the Feffsval of St. James,
2he tutelay Saint of Spain, Cardizaldela
Poole comsng fhortly after into England wsth
the Charaller of Pope's Logate, abjoloed the
People for Aaving lsv'd (as theyterwe'd it) in
Herg,ﬁl, and the Englith were re-uxsted to the
Churck of Rome, the Queen latd by the Title
of Supreme Head of the Church, and s was
againgrventothePope, Upwardsoftwo Y ears,
this Queen reign'd very well belov'd of Aer
Pﬁ éut Gardiner, Bifkop of Win-
o and fome other hot-brain'd Priefls
ung oo greatan Influenceover ke, theyin-
clinedrex to Pey fecution,whick brokeout about
the beginsing of the Year 56, and the poor
Proteflants were ewry where throughout the
Kingdom
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Kingdom moft inkumanly butcher'd. Cran-
mer, Archbifkop of Canterbury, with fome
other Prelates, were burnt at Oxford ; and
therewasnoPlacein theKingdombutwhat felt
the fatal Fury of the Perfecutors. Princefs
Elizabeth Lved in perpetual Danger,being a
clofe Prifoner firfeinthe Tower afterwardsat
Woodftock ¢z a Lodge very near the Place
where Blenheim-Houi now [flands, and af-
terwards tn divers other Places. Her Safety
was owing in_fome meafure to the unexpelted
Deatk of Gardiner, but more to the Intey-
ceffion of KingPhilip,who had State-Reafons
Jor preferving her Life; for Queen Mary
enjoy'd no great Health, and the next Heir to
the Crown was Mary Queen of Scots, who
marvied the Dauphin of France; and as
Spain and France were perpetually at War,
Philip was afraid lef} that Kingdom flould
be an over-Matck for kim, when it had the
Power of England lo fecond it ; fince they
were but upon a Level even when ke was
countenanc’d by the Englith. The Pope,
who bore the Emperor a deadly Grudge, [pi-
vited the French up lo break the Truce with
Spain, whkick they did, little expelting the

nglith would join in the Quarrel, it being
particularlyfiipulatedbythe MarriageTreaty,
that Queen Mary fhould not engage in any
Foreign War for Spain, But the Queen de-
lermsn'd to efpoufe her Hufband’s Caufe, and
took this Opportunity of charging Franc;

wit,
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with having fomented feveral Rebellions in
England, and a/fifted Northumberland, Suf-
folk,and Wiat, when engaged in War againft
their Sovereign.  Accordingly,a War with
France was proclaimed on the 7tk of June
1557, and King Philip .went over into
France, at the Head of the Englith and
Spanith Forces, where ke overthrew the
French ¢n more than one Battel : But not-
withflanding this,they foundan Opportunity
of laying Stege to and carrying Calais, the
laft remaining Place the Englith kad in
France. This Lofs touch'd Queen Mary
lo the Heart, whofe Diftemper vifibly in-
creas'd, and her Life appear'd to be in the
utmoft Danger. The firft Caufe of her Il-
nefs was a Mole or Swelling in the Belly,
which being accompanied by other Symptoms,
hér Midwives and Nurfes made her belseve
She was with Child; and fhe was fo deluded,
that fke at laft fancy'd herfelf Quick, all
theneceffary Preparations were made for her
Lying-in, Te Deum was fung, the unborn
Infant pray d forinall Churches,and Regu-
lationsmadeby the Parliament forits Educa-
tion. Thus by neglelling the Diftemper, st
grew too powerful for the Art of Phyfick,
and her Liver being over-cooled, fhe fell into
a Dropfy, in which fhe at laf? died.  As fhe
really loved her Hufband, it was thought by
thofeabouther,that fhe was extremely griev'd
at King Philip’s Aéfence ; but fhe gave ag
7
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ther Canfe for her Sorrow,andwasoftenwont
to tell thofe about ker, that they were Stran-
gers to ker Grief ; but if after her Death
they would open her, they would find Calais
in her Heart. And indeed fhe was never feen
to enjoy a Moment's Pleafure after that Lofs.
ThisCare, joir'd lo ker Sicknef, Joon put an
end lo her, and fle gave up the Ghoft on the
7tk of November of the Year 1558.

Ary doth complain,
Ladies be you moved
ith my Lamentations,
And my bitter Moans :
Philip King of Spain,
‘Whom in Heart I loved,
From his Royal Queen
Unkindly now is gone ;
Upon my Bed I lye,
Sick and like to die:
Help me Ladies to lament,
For in Heart I bear,
He loves a Lady dear;
Better can his Love content :
Oh, Pkslip ! moft unkind,
Bear not fuch a Mind,
To leave the Daughter of a King :
Gentle Prince of Spain,
" Come, oh come again,
And fweet Content to thee I'll bring.

For thy Royal fake,
This my Country’s Danger,
And my Subjects Woes,
I daily do procure :
My burning Love to flake,
Noble Princely Stranger,
And the fame to move, .
Where it was fattled fure, ) Di-
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Divers in this Land,
Againft my Foes did ftand,

Pawning their Lives therefore :
And for the fame were flain,
Gentle King of Spain,

Streets ran down with purple Gore.
Forty thoufand Men,
All in Armour then,

This noble Kingdom did provide :
To marry £ 8 Queen,
Before thou fhould’ft be feen,

Or I be made thy gallant Bride.

But now my great Good-will,
I fee is not regarded,
And my Favours kind,
Are here forgotten quite :
My Good is paid with IlI,
1 And with Hatred rewarded,
unhappy Queen,
. Left here in woful Plight,
On our Engls/k Shore,
Never fhall I more . !
Thy comely Perfonage behold,
For upon the Throne,
Glorioufly he fhone, -
In purple Robes of Gold.
Oh my Heart is flain,
Sorrow, Care and Pain,
" Dwells within my fobbing Breaft :
Death approacheth near me,
Becaufe thou wilt not cheer me,
Thou gallant King of all the Wetft.

Thofe Jewels and thofe Rings,
And that golden Treafure,
Firft to win my Love,
Thou broughteft out of Spain :
Now unto me brings '
No Delight, no Pleafure,
But a forrowful Tear,
Which ever will remain : Thy
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Thy Pi&ure when I fee,
Much amazeth me,

Caufeth Tears a-main to flow,
The Subftance being gone,
Pleafures I have none,

But lamenting Sighs of Woe ;
The Chair of State adorn’d,

Seems as if it mourn’d,

Binding up mine Eyes with Weeping,
And when that I am led
Unto my Marriage-Bed,’

Sorrow keeps me fill from fleeping.
Come you Ladies kind,

Bring my Gown of Sable,

" For I now muft mourn,

The Abfence of my Lord.
You fee my Love-fick Mind,

Is no longer able
To endure the Sting

Of Cupid’s pricking Sword :

My dying Heart doth reft
In Philip’s Princely Breatt,

My Bofom keeps no Heart at all :
But ever will abide,

In fecret by his fide,

Andfollow him through Bower and Hall
Though I live difdained,

Yet my Love unfeigned

Shall remain both chafte and pure,
And evermore fhall prove
As conftant as the Dove,

Aud thus fhall Mary fill endure.
Ring out my dying Knell,

Ladies fo renowned,

For your Queen mutft die :

And all her Pomp forfake :
England now farewell,

For the Fates have frowned,

Angd now ready fland,
My breathing Life to take: Con-
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Confume with Speed to Air,
Fading Ghoft

With my Milk-wings to fly :
Where fitting on the Throne,

Let my Love be fhown,

That for his fake is forc'd to die.
Be for ever blefled,

Tho’ I die diftrefled,

Gallant King of high Renown.
The Queen now broken-hearted,
From this World’s departed,

In the Heavens to wear a Crown.

XII. The




XII. The moft rare and excellent
Hiftory of the Dutchefs of Suffolk’s
Caamaty.

To the Tune of Queen Dido.

1 am now come to the Hiftory of a moft unfor-
tunate Lady, whofe greateft Miferies flow'd
Srom Caufes that the Vulgar andUnthinking
are apt to call Bleffings; towil, high Birtk,
Wealth, Power,Hu/bandana‘C/zzla’rm Some
I have already taken Notice in the Hiftory
of her eldeft Daughter, the Lady Jane Grey,
whom fke lof} at the beginming of Mary’

Reign, and a few Days after ker Hu/éand
was alfo beheaded. Thefe were the Miferies

Jke fuffer'd under the Resgn of that Queen ;
Jor thofe that the Poet has made her go
tlzroaglz in the following Song, arve merely
Joititrous, and not fo great as what fhe really
JSufferd in the Perfon of her Hufband and
Children. I know not whether this Princefs
promifed kerfelf great Advantages from
Queen Elizabeth’s coming to the Throne ;
but
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out if fhe did, fhe decavd hevfelf witk
vain Hopes ; and indeed  fke was too nearly
related to the Throne, to recesve any Counte-
nance from the Sovereign ; it often proving
2{" dangerous Con/eqﬁoua:fe o /erz: thofe who

ve the leaft Pretenfion. In the bgginns:

of Queen Elizabeth’s Reign, her /xog'
Daughter the Lady Katherine Grey was
married Lo the Earl of Pembroke, dut im-
mediately after divorced, fhe being with Child
at the time fke was forced to marry kim ;
upon this the Queen fent her Pyifoner to the
Tower, whkere fhe declar’d fhe was married
fo Edward Seymour, Ear/ of Hertford,
This Matck the Queen could by no means ap-

prove of, ke being akin to the Royal Blood ;
Jhe therefore fent for Hertford, who at that
time was in France, and ke immediately re-
turning, was queftion’ d about the Marriage,
and own'dit; upon whick ke alfo was fent to
the Tower, but with foric? Orders that they
not fee eack other. Lady Katherine

was deliver'd in her Confinement, and Hert-
ford found means to brebe kis Keepers, and

the Lieutenant of the Tower, who

ksm Lo vifit her, and ke proo'd with Child
again. Upon this the Lieulenant and feveral
olhers were fined and difcharged, and the
Earl was order’d to be brought to his Trial
tn the Star-Chamber, where ke was accus'd
of three Crimes: 1. That ke had debauckd
a Virginof the Blood Royal in the Queen’s
" Palace.
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Palace. 2. That ke kad broken Prifon [in
going fromthe Place of his Confinement to hss
Wife's Apartment in the Tower.) 3. That
ke had abufed her a fecond time. The Earl
endeavour’d lo prove thesr Marriage, but
conld produce no Certificate; afferted that
the Prifon-Doors through whick ke paffed
were open,&c. But notwithflanding this,he
was fir'd 5000\ upon eack Indifiment, and
Jentencd to nine Years Imprifonment. Poor
Lady Katherine continuw’d many years in the
Tower, where fhe at laf} died, fending in
her lateft Hour to beg Pardon of the Queen
Jor having contralted Maryiage without her
Knowledge,vecommended her Childyen toker,
andker Hufband's Difcharge. The Dutckefs's
third Daughter, Lady Mary, threw herfelf
away upon Keyes the Groom-Por ter, and fhe
herfelf at laft married far beneath hey Quali-
8y ; whether to gratify her own Inclination,or
whether to put kerfelf in fuck a low State,
as to be beneath Envy, is uncertasin, but fre
took to Hufband Adrian Stokes, a Gentle-
man indeed, but one in very mean Circum-
Rances; and at length, oppreffed with Grief,
Jar more than with any real Sicknefs, fhe
;i?ia{ in the fixth Year of Queen Elizabeth’s
agn.

Hen God had taken for our Sin,
That prudent Prince King Zdward away,
Then bloody Bonner did begin
His raging Malice to bewray : Al
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All thofe that did God’s Word profefs,
He perfecuted more or lefs.

Thus whilft the Lord on us did lowre,
Many in Prifon he did throw,
Tormenting them in LoZard’s Tower,
Whereby they might the Truth forego :
Then Cranmer, Ridley, and the reft,
Were burning in the Fire, that Chrift profeft.

Smithfiedd was then with Faggots fill'd,
And many Places more befide,
At Coventry was Saunders kill'd,
At Woreefler eke good Hooper dy'd :
And to efcape this bloody Day,
Beyond-fea many fled away. i

Amongft the reft that fought Relief,

And for their Faith in Danger ftood,
Lady Elisabeth was chief;

King Henry's Daughter, of Royal Blood,
Which in the Zower Prifoner did lye,
Looking each Day when fhe fhould die.

The Dutchefs of Suffo/k feeing this,

Whofe Life likewife the Tyrant fought ;
Who in the Hopes of Heavenly Blifs,

Within God’s Word her Comfort wrought =
For Fear of Death was forc'd to fly,
And leave her Houfe moft fecretly.

~Thus for the Love of God alene,

Her Land and Goods fhe left behind ;
Seeking flill for that precious Stone,

The Word and Truth fo rare to find :
She with her Nurfe, Husband and Child,
In poor Array their Sights beguil’d.

Thus
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Thus through London they paffed along,
Each one did take a feveral Street,
Thus all along efcaping Wrong,
At Billingfgate they all did meet,
Like People poor in Gravg/end-Barge, .
They fimply went with all their Charge.

And all along from Gravefend-Town,
With Journeys fhort on Foot they went,
Unto the Sea-Coaft came they down,
To pafs the Seas was their Intent :
And God provided fo that Day,
That they took Ship and fail'd away.

And with a profperous Gale of Wind,
In Flandres they did arrive,
This was to them great Eafe of Mind,
And from their Heart much Woe did drive :
And fo with Thanks to God on high,
They took their way to Germany.

Thus as they travell'd fill difguis'd,
Upon the Highway fuddenly,

By cruel Thieves they were furpriz'd,
Affailing their fmall Company :

And all their Treafures and their Store,

They took away, and beat them fore.

The Nurfe, in midft of all their Fight,
Laid down their Child upon the Ground,
She ran away out of their Sight,
And never after that was found,
Then did the Dutchefs make great Moan,
With her good Husband all alone.

The Thieves had there their Horfes kill'd,
And all their Money quite had took,

The pretty Baby, almoft fpoil'd, .
Was by their Nurfe alfo forfook.

And they far from their Friends did ftand,

And fuccourlefs in a ftrange Land.

s The
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The Sky likewife began to fcowl,
It hail'd and rain’d in piteous fort,
The Way was long and wondrous foul,
This may I now full well report,
Their Grief and Sorrow was not fmall,
When this unhappy Chance did fall.

Sometimes the Dutchefs bore the Child,
As wet as ever fhe could be,
And when the Lady kind and mild
Was weary, then the Child bore he ;
And thus they one another eas’'d,
And with their Fortunes feem’'d well pleas'd.

And after many a weary Step,

All wet-thod both in Dirt and Mire,
After much Grief, their Hearts yet leap ;
For Labour doth fome Reft require :

A Town before them they did fee,
But lodged there they could not be.

From Houfe to Houfe then they did go,
Seeking that Night where they might lie ;
But want of Money was their Woe,
And ftill their Babe with Cold doth cry,
With Cap and Knee they Courtefy make,
But none of them would Pity take.

Lo, here a Princefs of great Blood,
Dotk pray a Peafant for Relief,
With Tears bedewed as fhe flood,
Vet few or none regard her Grief.
Her Speeck they could not underfland,
But fome gave Money in her Hand.

When all in vain her Speeches fpent,
And that they could no Houfe-room get,
Into a Church-Porch then they went,
To ftand out of the Rain and Wet:
Then faid the Dutchefs to her Dear,
O that we had fome Fire here. Th
en
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Then did her Husband fo provide,

That Fire and Coals they got with Speed ;
She fat down by the Fire-fide, .

To drefs her Daughter that had need :
And whilft the drefs’d it in her Lap,
Her Husband made the Infant Pap.

Anon the Sexton thither came,
Finding them there by the Fire ;
The drunken Knave, all void of Shame,
To drive them out was his Defire ;
And fpurned out the noble Dame,
Her Husband’s Wrath he did inflame.

And all in Fury as he ftood,

He wrung the Church-Keys out of his Hand,
And ftruck him fo that all the Blood,

His Head run down as he did fland,
Wherefore the Sexton prefently
For Aid and Help aloud did cry.

Then came the Officers in hafte,
And took the Dutchefs and her Child,
And with her Husband thus they paft,
Like Lambs befet with Tygers wild ;
And to the Governor were brought,
Who underftood them not in ought.

Then Mafter Bertue brave and bold,
In Latin made a gallant Speech,

Which all their Miferies did unfold,
And their high Favour did befeech :

With that a Do®or fitting by,

Did know the Dutchefs prefently.

And thereupon arifing ftrait
With Words abathed at this Sight,
Unto them all that then did wait,
He thus broke forth in Words aright ;
Behold within your Sight (quoth he)
A Princefs of moft high Degree.
YVoru IIL F With
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With that the Governor and all the reft,
Were much amaz'd the fame to hear,
Who welcomed this new-come Gueft,

With Reverence great, and Princely Cheer :

And afterwards convey'd they were,
Unto their Friend Prince Cafimere.

A Son fhe had in Germany,

Peregrine Bertue call'd by Name,
Sirnam’d the good Lord Willoughby,

Of Courage great and worthy Fame :
Her Daughter young that with her went,
Was afterwards Countefs of Kens.

For when Queen Mary was deceas'd,
The Dutchefs home return’d again,
Who was of Sorrow qmte releasd,
By Queen Elisabeth’s happy Reign ;
Whofe goodly Life and Piety,
We may praife continually.

X1
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XIII. A jo?'ful' Song of the deferved
Praifes of good Queen Elzabeth,
how Princely fhe behaved herfelf at
Tilbury Camp in Efar, in Eighty-
eight, when the Spaniards threatened
the Invafion of this Kingdom.

To the Tune of King Henry’s going Zo Bulloign.

The Wayr between England and Spain kad fe-
veral Caufes : The Spaniards were very jea-
lous of Queen Elizabeth’s Power, and dread-
ed an offenfive Alliance between her and
France; therefore to divert her Forces, the
King of Spain, underkand, encouraged and
affefeed the Rebels in Ireland, and the Queen
of Scots Party in Scotland, This Politicks
engaged kim to do, Religion perfuaded as
much, and the Pope excited him to do,all ke
could for the Propagation of the Catholick
Faith in the Britith Ifles, and the Extirpa-
tion of Herefy (as they term'd it). On the
other hand, the Queen took cave to divert the
Spanith Forces, by affifting the Nether-

F

2 landers,
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landers, wko kad revolted from Spain. At
this time the Kingdom of Portugal too fall-
ing under the Domiwnson of Spain, and
Q. Elizabeth fearing the too great Increafe
of his Power, fke, in the Year 1585, openly
took the Netherlanders under hey Proteliion ;
upon whick a War direltly enfued, and the
Spanith made mighty Preparations for con-
quering Englantf and to that end, began to
busld a large Fleet, whick by the Year 88,
was fo very powerful, that they named it the
Invincible Armada. Queen Elizabeth,
on the other kand, prepar'd a Fleet to oppofe
them,the Command of whick was geven to the
Lord Howard of Effingham, and St John
Drake was made Vice-Admiral. Land-
Forces too were raifed, and encamped in fe-
veral Parts of the Kingdom; but the greateft
Camp was at Tilbury in Effex, near the
Moutk of the Thames, under the Command
of the Lord Leicefter, the Queen’s Favou-
rite; it being thought the Spaniards defign'd
2o land theyeabouts,and to march directly for
London. 7%e Armada af length fet jadl
the 29th of May, confifing of 130 Ships,
on Board whick were 19290 Soldzers, 8350
Maviners, 2080 Galley-Slaves, and 2630
Pieces of great Ordnance. [Don Alphonfo
Perez de Gufman, Duke of Medina Sido-
nia, was conflituted Admiral; and John
Martinez de Recalde, an experiencd Sea-
man, Vice-Admival. At their firf? fetting

out
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out they met a Storm, whick difperfed them;
but they foon gather'd together again, and on
the 16t% of July they entred the Britith
Channel, and were the next Day difcover'd
by the Englith Admiral, who faw them fail-
ing ready for Battel,in Front like a Half-
Moon, thesr Wings [preading out about feven
Miles, and carrying in their Ships lofty
Turrets, like Caftles. On the 21/ fome of
the Ships engaged, but the Englith were far
wnferior in Number and Strength; yet had
they bymuch the Advantage,their Ships being
low, and when they had difcharg’d a Broad-
Side, wonld turn about, or fheer off with the
greateff Agility. Theé Spanith Fleet was
heavy,and fo high built, that they fhot over
their Enemies. After a two Hours Fight,in
whick the Spanith recei/'d fome confiderable
Damage, the Englith Admiral faild back
into the Haven, not caring for a geneval
Engagement, forty of his Ships not being
come in to his Affeflance. The fame Night
there was a great Confufion amongft the Spa-
*'niards upon a Skip’s taking fire; in the Buftle
" a largeGalleonwasrun foul of,andhex Fore-
maft [prung; by whick being left behind, fhe
Jell into Drake’s Hands, who found a great
deal of Money on Board, and diftributed it
amongft his Men. Early on the 23d the
Fight was renew'd, but with Confufion and

- various Succefs. Thetr third Battel was on
" the 25th, when the Spanith Admiral was
- F 3 mifera-
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msferably fhatter'd, and loft a great many of

her Crew, and a Galleon of Portugal taken,

and fome others of their Fleet damaged.

But the Englith Gentlemen and young No-

bles hearing their repeated Fights,and eager

2o engage in the Servvice of their Country,

hived Ships and joined the Englith Fleet at

the time the Spaniards lay before Calais.

But Queen Elizabeth thought of the pro-
pereft Means for difperfing the Enemies, for
Jke fent Orders to the Admiral to fill esght
of his worft Ships with Pitch, Tar, Rofix,
Brimflone, and [fetting them on fire, to let

them drive before the Wind in the Dead of

the Night upon the Spanith Fleet. This

was accordingly done, and the Spaniards, in

the greateft Confufion, cut their Cables. A

large Galleon, with a good Quantity of

Gold, broke her Rudder in the Hurry, and

was the next Day taken, after a defperate

Fight, in whick the Captain and all the Men

peryflid.  The Spaniards rendezvous'd over-
againft Graveling, but here Drake plyd

them fo brifkly with his Cannon, that two

large Galleons, the St. Philip and the

S¢. Matthew were taken, and the whole Fleet

put into the utmol? Diftrefs. The Spaniards
by this time were tired of the Expedition,

and as well as they could, got rid of the Eng-
lith, kaving [pent thesr Provifions, and all

theiy great Shot to no manner of purpofe;

and all their Ships being fo tovn and fhatte'd,
that
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that few of them were capable of engaging
again. * Twas the lofe Day of July they ﬂed
Jo that in one Months time was defeated
great Armada whick had been thres wﬁolc
Years preparing, at vaft Expence. There
was a very great Slaughter among 2 the Spa-
niards, bué the Englth loff but few Men.
The King of Spain bore the Defeat with
wonder ful Patzme and publickly return'd
Thanks that it was no greater. Mean while,
Queen Elizabeth encourag'd ker Officers, 6)'
receiving them with all poffible Marks of
Efteemn : They were rewarded, as were the
Sazlors 200, and thofe who were difabled in
}gzt proma’ed Jor. At this time too it
was that the Queen vifited the Camp at Til- .
bury, and rode through all the Troops Jome-
times with a martial Asr ; fometimes in a
manner more fuitable lo ker Sex ; and the
H;:terg of that Age tell us,’tis mcredzéﬁl:
what a Spirit of Bravery fheinfusd into
Officers and So{a’zers,by ke/f;rgj;mce and Ds-
vellion. I need not obferve to my Readers
thatthis Song waswritienduring the Reign of
King James 1.

Sing a noble Princefs,
England’s late commanding Miftrefs,
King Henry's Daughter, fair Ziizabetk :
She was fuch a Maiden Queen,
As the like ne’er was feen,

Of any Woman-kind upon the Earth. .
F 4 Her
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Her Name in golden Numbers
May written be with Wonders,
That livd belov’d Four and forty Years:
And had the Gifts of Nature all
That to a Princefs might befall,
As by her noble Vertues well appears.

With Majefty admird,
Her Subjects fhe reqtnr'd
That Love for Love might equally be fhown ;
Preferring more a publick Peace,
Than any private Man’s Increafe,
That quietly we ftill may keep our own.

‘When Embaffies did come,
¥rom any Prince in Chriflendom,
Her Entertainment was fo Princely fweet :
She likewife knew what did belong
To every Language, Speech and Tongue,
Where Grace and Vertue did together meet.
No Princefs more could meafure,
Her well befeeming Pleafure,
In open Court among her Ladies fair :
For Mufick, and for portly Gate,
The World afforded not her Mate: ;
So excellent her Carriage was and rare :

Kingly States opprefled,
And fuch as were diftrefled,
With Means and Money dally the reliev'd.
As Law of Nations did her bind,
To Strangers the was ever kind ;
And fuch as with Calamities were griev’d.

And when into this Kingdom,
Bloody Wars did threatning come,
Her Highnefs would be ready with Good-will,
As it in Eighty-eight was feen :
When as this thrice renowned Queen,
Gave noble Courage to her Soldier’s ftill.

This
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This more than worthy Woman,
Like to a noble Amason,
In Silver-plated Armour bravely went
Unto her Camp at Zidbury,
With many nghlx of Chivalry,
Couragioufly her Army to content.

But being there arrived,
With noble Heart fhe ftrived,
To give them all what they defird to have
A lovely Grace and Countenance,
Smiling with Perfeverance,
To whom fo fweet a Countenance the gave.

Upon the Drum-head fitting,
As it was well befitting,
For fuch a Royal Princefs thus to fpeak :
A Soldier I will live and die, .
Fear fhall never make me fly,
Nor any Danger leave to undertake.

With that amidft the Battel
The Musketeers did rattle
A Peal of Powder flaming all in Fire;
The Cannons they did loudly play,
To pleafe her Majefty that Day,
Which fhe in Heart did lovingly. defire.

Her Highnefs thus delighted,
She royally requited
The noble Captains and the Soldiers all ;
For Golden Angels flew amain,
Round about the warlike Train,
Each one rewarded was both great and fmall.

With that in noble Manner,
To England’s Fame and Honour,
The thund’ring Shot began to play again ;
And for this Royal Princefs fake,
Rattling made the Ground to fhake,
In fpite of all their Enemies of Spain.

Fs The
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The more to be commended,
She gracioufly befriended
Full many a worthy Gentleman that Day,
By Knighting them in noble fort,
As it had been in England’s Court,
Such gallant Graces had the every way.

So freely, kind and loving,
She was by her approving,
To Rich and Poor that came unto her Grace;
Not any one but found her ftill
A Friend to Good, a Foe to I,
And every Vertue fweetly would embrace.

But now in Heaven'’s high Palace,
She lives in Joy and Solace,
Committing all her Charge unto the King :
Of whofe admired Majefty,
Ruling us fo quietly,
Rejoicingly. we Subjects all do fing.

VIX. A




XIV. A lamentable Ditty on the
Death of Robert Deverexx, Earl of
Effex, who was beheaded in the
Tower of Lomdon on Afh-Wednefday,

1603,

To the Tune of Wel-a-day.

This unhappy Nobleman feems lo owe kis Fate.
to Nature, who had given kim a rough and
impatient Temper. He was indeed every way
qualifyd for a Soldier, but the moft unfit
Man in the World for a Courtier. When
kis Father died in Iveland, ke left this Youth
bekind kim, who was very young, and who

Jearce feems to be taken Notice of till the
Year 1589, a Twelvemontk after the De-

Soruclion of the Armada ; at whick time ke
kired fome Shipsand boreDrake Company in
an Expedition he was going upon. In g1 ke
began lo grow into Favour, and he was that
Year fent to the Affiftance of the King of
France, with fome Forces under his Com-
mand. I cannot forbear obferving (though
3t be mot to my Purpofe ) how ill-grounded are

the
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the feveral Afperfions on the Queen, in rela-
tion to this Man; jfor he was mever taken
particular Notice of at Court till the Queen
was turn'd of Fifty-feven ; at whick time Ef-
fex was about Twenty-five. Some time he
Jferv'd in France, and got kimfelf Fame, in-
Jomuck that tn 97 ke was fent Admiral of
an Expedition into America. Effex found
kimfelf high in the Queen’s Favour, and
grew fo infolent upon it, as often to con-
tradill her ; but this never fo arrogantly as
tn the Year 98, when the Queen confulted
with three or four Counfellors about [fending
a Super-intendant of the Affairs of Ireland
into that Kingdom: The Queenhad Thoughts
of Siy William Knowles, Uncle to Effex;
out ke as firenuoufly flood up for Sir George
Carew; which when the Queen, after a long
Difpute, abfolutely refufed to comply with,
ke, in a very contemptuous Manner, turn'd
his Back uponker; whick fhe as keinoufly re-
Jenting, flarted up in a Paffion, and hitting
kim a Box o the Ear, bid him go hang
kimfelf. The Earl, violently tranfported,
laidhes Handupon his Sword; but the others
interpofing, it went no furtker. Eflex with-
drew from Court, but upon Submiffion, was
again recerv'd into Favour : however, he was
not Jo highly eftcemed as before ; and this
Quarrel bred a great deal of tll Blood on
both Stdes. The Rebellion in Ireland grow-
ing o a greater Head and the Lovd Deputy

bang
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being dead, diveys weve proposd to be fent
there; 6ut Eflex, who had Ambition, hinted
he j/wuld be glad of that Command: his
Friends feconded his Wifkes,and his Enemies
at Court made Intereft to get him that Pof?,
thinking it was [ending him o certain De-
on.; nor were they decetved. Eflex
marched with alarge Army,and an unlimit-
ed general Commiffion ; bul his private In-
wereloappointcertain Perfons Lea-

ders of the Army under kim, and to marck
again/t Tir-Owen, the moft formidable of the
Rebels : But ke, divelily contrary to thefe
Inferuclions, appointed the Earl of Southam-
pton General of the Army, and [pent the
whole Summer in purfuing fome Rebels of
bttle Note. This obliged the Queen to fend
fesm fome very fharp Letters,whick ke highly
refented. At length he marched againft Tir-
Owen, but inflead of coming to a Battel, he
keld a private Parley with that Rebel, and
concluded a Truce with him for fix Weeks,
remewable at the end of that time for fix
Weeks more, and fo on But finding kis Con-
dull difliked in England, ke kafler’d thither,
leaving Ireland without Orders; upon which
ke was put into Cuflody at the Lord Keeper's
Houfe. But after Six Months Confinement,
ke was /ﬁe/d with an Officer to go kome to
kis own Houfe; and the Queen, to proceed
as meldly as poffible againft him, would not
JSulfer him o be impeack'd in the Star-Cham-

ber,
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_ ber, kft they fhould accufe kim of High-
Tyeafon, or fine him confiderably ; but ap-
pointed a felell Commiffeon to try hem at the
Lord Kesper's; wheve, after a long Hearing,
they determin’d he fhould lofe ks Places, and
remain in Confinement during the Queen's
Pleafure. Had his Behaviour after this an-
Swer'd the Mildne/swithwhich hewas treated,
he might again have been reftor'd to Favowr;
but ke was too hot-headed, and thofe abous
ksm gave him very ill Counfel. Amongft
other Favours conferr'd upon him, ke had
the Farm of the Wines at a very eafy rate;
but the Grant being almof? expired, he fued
20 haveist remew'd ; but the Queen not caring
to grant it too eafily, fent him but a rough
Anfwer, and fiill vefufed to fee kim. Upon
this his Counfellors told kim, that the Mins-
Rers were kis great Enemies, and fince he
could not by fasr Means, ke ought to remove
them by Force: And ke was rafk enough to
Jorm a Defign of feizing upon the Palace,
and in it the Queen and key Counfel; as alfo
upon the Tower and the City of London;
but being fufpelled, ke was fummon'd before
the Council, and refufed to appear, under a
Pretence of Indifpofition; but finding kis
Meafures entively broken, ke fent for all his
Friends about him. Heveupon, the 8th of
February, 1600, detng Sunday, befimes in
the Morning, ke had got fome Noblemen,
and about Three hundyed Gentlemen with
him.
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kim. The News of this being brought to
the Queen, fke fent the Lovd Kesper, with
three more of the Council, to learn the Mean-
sng of fo tumultuous a Convention,; but in-
Slead of anfwering them, ke put them into
Cuflody, till ke could go into the Ctly, expel?-
ing every Body there would rife for kim.
But in this he was entively deceiv'd, not a
Man taking up Arms. Mean while, ke was
proclaimed a Traytor, and a Party of the
Queen's meeting him near St. Paul’s, there
was a Skirmifh,in which fome fewwerekilld,
and Eflex was 0blig’d to get back Home by
Water, and ke began to fortify kis Houfe,
butinvain: Thegreat Ordnance was brought
againf? him, and after a fhort Defence, in
which fome were kill'd, ke was oblig’d to fur-
render, and on the 19th was brought to #is
Trial, with Southampton, before kis Peers,
impeached of High Treafon, conviiled and
condemn’d: The latter was faved, but Eflex:
on the 25t (Ath-Wednefday) was privately
executed tn the Tower. Tlus, and the Life .
of Southampton, deing the only Favours ke
_could ask of the Queen, who ’twas thought
might eafily have been prevaild upon to fave
kis Life,confidering his natural Raflnefs and
kis Age, ke being then but in kis 34tk Year.
Both the following Songs were written the
Jame Year, and as well for therr Antiquity,
as forotlzeir Story, juftly claim a Place here.
Sweet
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Weet England's Prize is gone,
Welladay, Welladay,
Which makes her figh and groan

Evermore fiill ;
He did her Fame advance,

In Ireland, Spain, and France,
And by a fad Mifchance

Is from us ta’en.

He was a vertuous Peer,
Welladay, &c.
And was efteemed dear,
Evermore fliill.
He always lov’d the Poor,
Which makes 'em figh full fore,
His Death they did deplore
In every Place.

Brave Honour grac'd him ftill,
Gallantly, gallantly ;

He ne'er did Deed of 111,
Well it is known :

But Envy, that foul Fiend,

Whofe Malice ne’er doth end,

Hath thus brought Vertue's Friend
Unto this Thrall.

At Tilt he did furpafs,
Gallantly, &c.

All Men that is and was,
Evermore flill.

One Day as it was feen,

In Honour of the Queen,

Such Deeds have feldom been,
As he did do,

Abroad and eke at Home,
Gallantly, &c.
For Valour there was none,
Like him before : ’
I For
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For Ireland, France and Spain,
Still fear'd great Zfex’s Name,
But England lov’d the fame,

In every Place.

But all would not avail,
Welladay, Welladay ;
His Deeds did not prevail,

More was the Pity :
He was condemn’d to die,
For Treafon certainly,
But God that fits on high,
Knoweth all Things.

That Sunday in the Morn,
Weladay, &c.
That he to the City came,
With all his Troops ;
Did firft begin the Strifé,
And caus’d his Lofs of Life,
And others did the like,
As well as he.

Yet her Princely Majefty,
Gracioufly, gracioufly,
Hath Pardon given free
To many of them ;
She hath releas’d them quite,
And given them their Right :
They did pray Day and Night
God to defend her.

Skrove-Tugfday in the Night,
Welladay, &c.

With a heavy-hearted Spight,
As it is faid :

The Lieutenant of the Zower,

Who kept him in his Power,

At Ten a-Clock that Hour,

To him did come, And
n
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And faid unto him there,
Mournfully, &c.
My Lord you muft prepare,
To die To-morrow.
God's Will be done, quoth he,
Yet fhall you ftrangely fee,
God ftrong in me to be,
Tho’ I am weak.
I pray you pray for me,
elladay, &c.
That God may ftrengthen me
Againft that Hour.
Then ftraightway he did call
To the Guard under the Wall,
And did intreat them all
For him to pray;

For To-morrow is the Day,
Welladay, &c.

That I a Debt muft pay,
Which I do owe ;

It is my Life I mean,

Which I muft pay the Queen,

Even fo hath Juftice given,
That I muft die.

In the Morning was he brought,
Welladay, &c.

Where the Scaffold was fet up,
Within the Zower,

Many Lords were prefent then,

With other Gentlemen,

Which were appointed then,
To fee him die.

You noble Lords, quoth he,
Welladay, &c.
That muft the Witnefs be,
Of this my Dream :
Know
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Know I ne’er lov'd Papiftry,

But ftill did it defy,

And thus doth Efex die,
Here in this Place.

I bave a Sinner been,
Welladay, &c.

Yet never wrong’d my Queen,
In all my Life;

My God 1 did offend,

Which grieves me at my End :

May all the reft amend,
I them forgive.

To the State I ne’er meant ill,
Welladay, &c.
Neither with’d the Commons ill
In all my Life:
But lov’d with all my Heart,
And always took their part,
Whene'er they were defert,
In any Place.

Then mildly did he crave,
Mournfully, &c.

He might the Favour have,
Private to pray.

He then pray’d heartily,

And with great Fervency,

To God that fits on high,
Far to receive him.

And then he pray’d again,
Mournfully, &c.

God to preferve his Queen
From all her Foes,

And fend her long to reign;

True Juftice to maintain,

And not to let proud Spasn
Once to offend her.

His
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His Gown he ftript off then,
Welladay, &c.
And put off his Hat and Band,
And hung them by,
Praying ftill continually,
To God that fits on high,
That he might patiently
There fuffer Death.

My Headfman that muft be,
Then faid he chearfully,
Let him come here to me,
That I may fee him.
Who kneeled to him then ;
Art thou, quoth he, the. Man
Who art appointed now,
My Life to freet

Yes, my Lord, he did fay,
Welladay, &c.

Forgive me, I you pray,
For this your Death :

I here do thee forgive

And may true Juftice live,

No foul Crimes to forgive,
Within this Place ;-

Then he kneel'd down again,
Welladay, &e.

And was requird by fome,
There ftanding by,

To forgive his Enemies,

Before Death clos'd his Eyes,

Which he did in hearty-wife,
Thanking them for't.

That they would remember him,
Welladay, &c. -
That he would forgive all them
That had him wrong’d : N
ow
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Now I take my leave,
Sweet Chrift my Soul receive,
Now when you will prepare,

I am ready :

He laid his Head on the Block,

Welladay, &c.

But his Doublet lett the Stroke,
Some there did fay :

What muft be done, quoth he,

Shall be done prefently ;

Then his Doublet off put he,
And laid down again :

The Headfman did his Part,
Cruelly, cruelly,

He was not feen to ftart,
For all the Blows:

His Soul is now at reft,

In Heaven among the Blefs'd,

Where God fend us-to reft,
When it fhall pleafe him.

XV.
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XV. A lamentable Ballad on the Earl
of Effer’s Death.

To the Tune of Effex’s Laft Good-night.

L L you that cry O Hone, O Hone,
Come now and fing O Hone with me,
For why our Jewel is from us gone,
The valiant Knight of Chivalry :
Of Rich and Poor belov'd was he,
In time an honourable Knight,
When by our Laws condemn’d to die,
He lately took his lafl Good-night.

Count him not like to Ckampion,
Thofe traiterous Men of Babington,
Nor like the Earl of Weffmoreland,
By whom a Number were undone :
He never yet hurt Mother’s Son,
His Quarrel flill maintains the Right,
With the Tears my Face down. run,
When 1 think on his lafi Good-night.

The Portugals can Witnefs be,

His Dagger at Lisdon Gate he flung,
And like a Knight of Chivalry,

His Chain upon the Gate he hung ;

1 wou\d
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I would to God that he would come,

To fetch them back in order right,
Which thing was by his Honour done,

* Yet lately took his laft Good-night. '

The French-men they can teflify,

The Town of Gourney he took in,
And march’d to Rome immediately,

Not caring for his Foes a Pin:
With Bullets then he pierc’d his Skin,
- And made them fly from his Sight :
He there that time did Credit win,

And now kath ta'en his lafi Good-night.

And ftately Cales can Witnefs be,
Even by his Proclamation right,
And did command them all ftraitly,
To have a care of Infants Lives,
And that none fhould hurt Man or Wife,
Which was againft their Right :
Therefore they pray’d for his long Life,
Whick lately took his lafe -Goodnight.

Wou’d God he ne’er had /reand known,
Nor fet one Foot on Flanders Ground,
Then might we well enjoy’d our own,
Where now our Jewel will not be found,
Which makes our Eyes ftill abound ;
Trickling with falt Tears in our Sight;
To hear his Name in our Ears to found,
Lord Devereux took kis lafi Good-night.

Ajk- Wednefday, that difmal Day, .

When he came forth his Chamber-Door ;
Upop a Scaffold there he faw

His Headfman ftanding him before :
The Nobles all they did deplore,

Shedding falt Tears in his-fight,
He faid farewel to Rich and Poor,

At his Good-morrow and Good-night.

My
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My Lords, faid he, you fland but by,

To fee Performance of the Law ;
'Tis 1 that have deferv’d to die,

And yield my felf unto the Blow;
I have deferv'd to die I know,

But ne’er againft my Country’s Right,
Nor to my Queen was ever Foe,

Upon my Death at my Good-night. .

Farewel Elizabeth, my gracious Queen,
God blefs thee, with thy Council all ;
Farewel my Knights of Chivalry,
Farewel my Soldiers ftout and tall :
Farewel the Commons great and fmall,
Into the Hands of Men I light,
My Life fhall make amends for all,
For Effex bids the World Good-night.

Farewel dear Wife, and Children three,
Farewel my kind and tender Son ;
Comfort your felves, mourn not for me,
Altho’ your Fall be now begun :
My time is come, my Glafs is run,
Comfort your felf in former Light,
Seeing by my Fall you are undone,
Your Father bids the World Good-night.

Derick, thou know'tt at Cales I fav'd

Thy Life, loft for a Rape there done,
As thou thy felf can’ft teftify,

Thine own Hand Three and twenty hung;
But now thou fee'ft my felf is come,

By Chance into thy Hands I light,
Strike out thy Blow, that I may know,

Thou Eflex lov'd at his Good-night.

When England counted me a Papift,
The Works of Papifts I defy,
I ne’er worfhipp’d Saint nor Angelin Heav'n,
Nor the Virgin Mary, 1; B
ut
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But to Chrift, which for my Sins did die,
Trickling with falt Tears in his fight,
Spreading my Arms to God on high,
Lord Fefus recesve my Soul this Night.

Vor. III. G XVI. A



XVII. The Life and Death of Queen
ELIZABETH.

To the Tune of, Zke Ladies Fall.

Having enter'd upon jJome of the moft re-
markable Allions of this great Princefs, we
now come to a geneval Ballad on ker Life
and Death. But I cannot pretend to grve any
Detail of it; for her Reign was fo long,
and there are fo many great and glorious Oc-
currences in it, that a bave Calalogue of
them would be fufficient to fill up my whole
Volume. When fle came to the Throne fhe
was about Twenty-five Years of Aglfand ker
People hoped fhe would marry, anfl leave a

- Race of Monarcks ; but fhe difappointed
them, though no Woman had better Offers
made ker. In the firft Year of her Regn
King Philip, ker late Stfter’s Husband,

Jought her in Marriage ; but fhe found Pre-
tences to put kimoff ,as fhe did allker Lovers ;

Jor fre never gave any of them an abjolute
Denial. Afterwards Charles Duke of Au-
ftria, Erick K7ng of Sweden, Henry Ear

: of



Digitized by GOOS[Q



Digitized by GOOSIQ




[ 123 |

of Arundel, and Robert Dudley,(2 younger
Son of the late Duke of Northumberland,
who was bekeaded, and who was fo muck in
Javour,that ke was aftérwards created Earl
of Leicefter, and held feveral important
Offices) all enter'd the Lifts at once; but
the Man who bid faireft for ker fome time
after, was the Duke of Anjou, who twice
came over to England, and was extremely
well recerv'd ; and once the Queen went fo
Jar, as to take a Ring off her Finger, and
Qvekim,; but [ke found Means to put himoff
foo. One of her Reafons was, fhe could not
brook a Reval or Partner in the fupreme
Power. Another was the Religion of thofe
among fther Lovers fke probably might have
thought it mof her Intereft to take; for
‘twaswith Difficulty flehadabolyfledtheRo- -
man Worfhip, whick her Stfler Mary had
again introduced in England ; and planted
the Proteftant Religion,whict fhe very well
knewaCatholick Husbandwouldendeavourto
deftroy. And this Zeal of the Queen’s for
the Proteflant Caufeoften puther Lifein the
utmoft Danger; for Pope Pius V. thunder'd
out a Bull of Excommunication,in whick
he declar'd that fhe had forfeited her Title
to the Crown, and abfolv'd her Subjells of
their Oath of Allegrance. Embolder'd by
this, manyof the Papifts plotted again/? her
Life, and fearce ever a Year paft, but feve-
ralConfpiraciesweredifecover’d; fowalchful’

. 2 - was
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was Providence of this great Queen, feeming
Lo referve her for the moft glovious Works
For befides domeftick Troubles,the Rebels in
Ireland were always sn Arms ; the Scotch
were reftlefs and troublefome, the Spaniards
hey declay'd Enemzes, and the Roman Ca-
tholicks every where hey fecret ones ; yet did
JSke live to quiet hey own Subjells, to fubdue
the Irith, 2o model the Scotch Government,
and fee the Proteftant Religion fettled there;
to defeat the Pride of Spain, and grve thar
Navy fuck dreadful Shocks,that they never
will recover themfelves; and, [pite of all
Oppofition, fke propagated the Reformation
amongf? the Netherlanders, whom fke took
under her immediate Protellion: And’tisin
this Alion, giving Audience to their Depu-
ties, that I have chofen to have her repre
. Jented. The Death of Mary Queen of Scots,
the Cyime whick her Enemies lay to her
harge, fhe was in no wife guilty of. As
this Princefs had taken the Arms of Eng-
land, and done feveral other things in Oppo-
Jfetion to Queen Elizabeth, ffe certasnly did
notloveker ; but fhedetainedherin Prifongs
wellto preventwhat the Paprifts might under-
take for ker in England, as to give the Pro-
teflantstimelo firengthen themfelvesinScot-
land: Andwhen Queen Mary hadenter'dinto
aConfpiracywithfomeCatholicks,fhegranted
a Commi(fion for her Trial,on purpofe tode-
ter her from [fuch Prallices for the fulu;e}'
u
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out the Dead Warrant was figned not only
without her Knowledge,but direllly againft
ker I'nlentions ; and one Queen was execu-
ted before the other heard of fuck a Defign.

But 1 fhall grow too particularandtedious.

Queen Elizabethhaving resgned Forty-four
Years and four Months; and being enter'd
into the Seventieth Year of ker Age, fellill
aud died, having named King James VI.
of Scotland, Soxn t0 Queen Mary, ker Suc-
ceffor.

N England reigned once a King,
Eighth Henry call'd by Name,
Which made fair Anne of Bullen Queen

Of England in great Fame :
Who brought unto this Country Joy,
And to her King Delight ;

Daughter that in England made
God’s Gofpel fhine moft bright.

At Greenwick was the Princefs born,
That gallant Place in Kent,

A Houfe belov'd of Kings and Queens ;
A Houfe of fweet Content.

E'en in her Childhood fhe began,

So ftor'd with heav'nly Grace,

That all Eftates both high and low,
Her Vertues did embrace.

None like Elizabeth was found,

In Learning fo divine,

She had the perfect skilful Art,

Of all the Mufes nine :

In Latin, Greek and Hebrew the
Moft excellent was known,

G 3 To
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To foreign Kings Ambaffadors,
The fame was daily thown.

Th’ Jtalian, French, and Spanifh Tongue,
She well could fpeak or read,
The Zurki/k and Arabian Speech,
Grew perfect at her Need.
The Mufick made her wonderful,
So cunning therein found,
The Fame whereof about the World,
In Princes Ears did found.

Yet when her Royal Parents Lives
By Death were ta’en away,

And her dear Brother Zdward turn’d
To Clods of Earth and Clay.

Her cruel Sifter Mary fought
Her lafting Grief and Woe,

Regarding not the Gifts which God
Upon her did beftow.

A bloody Reign Queen Mary livid,
A Papift in Belief,
Which was unto Elizabeth
A great Heart-breaking Grief.
A faithful Proteftant the was,
At which Queen Aary fpighted,
And in Elizabeth’'s Mithaps
She daily much delighted.

Poor Maiden, by the Bithops Wills,
In Prifon fhe was put,

And from her Friends and Comforters,
In cruel manner fhut.

Much hoping the would turn in time,
And her true Faith forfake :

But firm fhe was, and patiently
Did all thefe Troubles take.

Her
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Her Sifter forthwith did command
Her Diet to be fmall,

Her Servants likewife very few,
Yea almoft none at all:

And alfo would have ta’en her Life,
But that King Phiip faid,

O Queen, thy Country will report,
Thou haft the Tyger plaid.

The Lord thus put the King in mind
His chofen Saint to fave,

And alfo to Queen Mary's Life
A fudden ending gave:

And fo Elisabeth was fetch'd
From Prifon to a Crown,

Which fhe full Four and forty Years,
Poflefs'd with great Renown.

She Popery firft of all fupprefs'd,
And in our Englifk Tongue,
Did caufe God’s Bible to be read;
Which Heaven continue long !
Pure Preaching likewife fhe ordain’d,

With Plenty in this Land,
And ftill againft the Foes thereof,
Moft zealoufly did ftand.

The Pride of Rome this Queen abates,
And fpightful Spain keeps under,

And fuccourd much Low Country States,
Whereat the World did wonder,

That fuch a worthy Queen as the,
Should work fuch worthy things,

And bring more Honour to this Land,
Than all our former Kings.

The Gold fill brought from Spani/k Mines,
In fpight of all our Foes

Throughout all Parts of Ckrifliendom,
Her brave Adventure thows :

10 G4

Her
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Her Battels fought upon the Seas,
Refounded up to Heaven,

Which to advance her Fame and Praife,
Had Victory ftill given.

The Spani/k Power in Eighty-eight,
Which thirfted for her Blood,
Moft nobly, like an Amazon,
Their Purpofes withftood ;
And boldly in her Royal Camp,
In Perfon the was feen :
The like was never done I think,'

By any Engli/h Queen.

Full many a Traytor fince that time,
She hath confounded quite,

And not the bloodieft Mind of all
Her Courage could affright :

For Mercy join’d with Majefty
Still made her Foes her Friends,

By pardoning many which deferv'd
To have untimely Ends.

Tyrone, with all his Jri/& Rout
Of Rebels in that Land,

Though ne’r fo defperate, bold and ftout,
Yet fear'd her great Command.

She made them quake and tremble fore
But for to hear her Name :

She planted Peace in that fair Land,
And did their Wildnefs tame.

Tho’ Wars fhe kept with Dangers great,
In freland, France, and Spain ;

Yet her true Subjecis ftill at home,
In Safety did remain :

They joy'd to fee her Princely Face,
And would in Numbers run

To meet her Royal Majefty,
More thick than Moats in Sun.

But
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But Time that brings all Things to end,
A {wift Foot-courfe did run :

And of this Royal Maiden Queen,
A woful Conqueft won.

Her Death brought Fear upon the Land,
No Words but Tales of Woe

In Subjets Ears refounded then,
Where-ever Men did go.

But Fear exchang’d to prefent Joys,
Sweet Comforts loud did ring,
Inftead of Queen, the People cry’d,
Long live our Royal King
Which Name of King did feern moft ftrange :
And made us for to mufe ;
Becaufe full many a Year the Name
Of King we did not ufe.

Yet fuch a noble King is he,
And fo maintains our Peace,
That we in that may daily with
His Life may never ceafe.
Our hopeful and moft Royal Prince,
Good Angels ftill defend,
This is my Mufe s chief Deﬁre,
Her Melody to end.

& &

Gs
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HE ORI OO NCHORRORIOIOK

A fhort and fweet Sonnet made by one
of the Maids of Honour, upon the
death of Q. Elkzabeth, which fhe
fewed upon a Sampler of Red Silk.

The Tune is, Phillida flouts me.

One is Elizabeth,
whom we have lov'd fo dear,

She our kind Miftrefs was,

full Four and forty year.
England the govern'd well,

not to be blamed,
Flanders the govern'd well,

and Jfreland famed.
France the befriended,

Spain the had toiled,
Papifis rejeCted,

and the Pope fpoiled.
To Princes powerful,

to the World vertuous,
To her Foes merciful,

To Subjects gracious.
Her Soul is in Heaven,

The World keeps her Glory ;
Subjects her good Deeds,

and fo ends my Story.

An




XVIII. An excellent Song made of the
Succeflors of King Edward the IVth.

To the Tune of O Man in Defperation.

TheAuthor of the following Songwhowrotein
the ime of King James L. khad no other
View but to fhew us that Monarclk's Title
2o the Crown, by his Defcent from the united
Families of York and Lancafter, tho /e
has. not done it in the moft clear mannér he
might. Aslhave inthe ThreeVol.often [poke
of the Divifions of thefe two Houfes, and
more than once of the Union,I think I ought
not to conclude my whole Collettion without
taking notice of the firft Rife of this Quar-
rel, and the Fuftice of the feveral Clasms.
To do this, we muf? look back to King Ed-
ward the 3d, who had feven Sons: Edward
commonly called the Black Prince, dy'd in
kis Father's Life-time, and left one Son be-
hind kim who inkherited the Crown, this was
Richard #%e 2d, who was afterwards depos'd.
King Edward’s fecond Son William died
without [ffue. Of Lionel the third S}Z‘z l[l
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Jkallrather chufe to fpeak anon. The Fourth
Son was John of Gaunt, Duke of Lanca-
fter, Father of Henry Duke of Hereford,
who having been 6am_//z’a' by King Richard
the fecond, as before related, returned at a
conventent lime into England and made
kimfelf Mafer of the Kingdom and Crown
bydepofing this Richard ; and the latter adying
without Iffue, Henry could have no Compe-
titor's but the Off-fpring of Lionel, kis Fa-
ther's Elder Brother, who were not at that
time in a Condition to give him the leaft Un-
eafinefs. The FifthSon of the great Edward
was Edmund Duke of York; the other
Two are foreign of my purpofe.

Zo return to Lionel the Third Som of
Edward, ke left but one Daughter named
Philippa, who marry’d Edmund Mortimer,
Earl of March, and had [ffue two Sons
and two Dauglders but both the former
and one of the latter died without Iffue.
Anne, the fole Heirefs of that Houfe was
Married fo Richard, Ear! of Cambridge,
Son of Edmund Duke of York, Fifth Son
of this Edward ; by whom fke had Richard

uke of York, Father to Edward Earl of
March, 7n [pight of this prior Claim the
Lancaftrian Family feem’d very gquielly
featea’ in the Throme. Henry IV. had de-

Rroyd all his Enemies. Henry V. fo ds-
vert the reftlefs Englith, and to make him-
Self belovd, carry his Arms into France,
and made a Congueft of that Kingdom ; but

, lea-
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leaving kis Son an Infant,that Conqueft was
Joon lofe; and tis Prince wanting his Fa-
ther's Courage when he grew up,andinficad
of the prudent and wholefome Counfels of his
Uncles, liftning to the felfifh Advice of a
Jew blood-thirfly Prelates, fo loft the Hearts
of the Englith, that the Earl of March
thought it a moft proper Opportunity of af-
Jerting kis prior Right; and affefeed by the
Jamous Earl of Warwick, and a great
many other brave and experiencd Soldiers,
hebegan to wage open War with Henry, At
this time it was the Nation felt all the Fury
of Civil Broils, for many a bloody Battel
was fought,inwhich Henry wasat lafidefeat-
ed, and Edward won the Crown. The Death
of this Edward’s two Sons in the Tower, the
Jhort Reign of Richard IIId, the Arrival
of Ear!Richmond,who was proclaim’d King
by the Name of Henry VII. kis uniting the
two Famzlies by marrying the Heirefs of the
Houfe of York, the Succeffion of his Son,
alfo of his Grand-Childven, Edward V1.
Mary and Elizabeth, need no repeating. The
laft of thefe dying without Ifjue, they were
Jorced to look for the Offspring of Henry
the 7th's Female [ffue. Margaret, kis eldef?
Daughter was married o the King of Scot-
land, and bore him a Son who reigned there
by the Name of James the Vth. This Mo-
narch left an only Daughter Mary, after-
wards Queen of Scots, Mother to K. Ja$cls
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V 1.8y whofe Acceffion to the Englith Throne
the Kingdoms alfo were united.

Hen as the King of England dy’d,
Edward the Fourth by Name ;

He had two Sons of tender Years,

For to fucceed the fame :
Then Rickard Duke of Glocefler

Defiring Kingly fway,
Devis'd by Treafon how to make

His Nephews both away.

He with the Duke of Buckingham
Did clofely then contrive

How he unto the Engii/k Crown
Might happily atchieve :

Betwixt them both they laid a Plot,
And both together went

To Stony-Stratford, where they met
Our King incontinent.

This fweet young King did entertain
His Uncle lovingly,

Not thinking of their fecret Drift,
And wicked Treachery;

But when the Duke of Buckingham
To fet abroach the thing,

Began a Quarrel for the once,
'With them that kept the King.

And there they did arreft Lord Gray,
The Brother to the Queen,

Her other Brother Lord Rivers,
In durance then was feen :

Sir Zhomas Vaughan they likewife
Did then and there arreft ;

Thus was the King of all his Friends
On fudden difpofieft.
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The King doth for his Uncles plead,
And would their Sureties be :

But both thefe Dukes would in no Cafe,
To his Requett agree. :

In brief, thefe Noblemen were fent
To Pomfret-Cafile foon,

Where fecretly and fuddenly,
They there to Death were doom.

. Then forth they brought the King alone, -
To London with great fpeed,
" Ufing Perfwafions in fuch fort,
Not to miflike their Deed :
But when to London he was come,
For him they had prepard
The Bifhop’s Palace there to hold,
But fafely under Guard.

And then Duke Rickard takes on him
The keeping of the King,
Naming himfelf Lord Protector,
His Purpofe about to bring :
Devifing how to get in hold
The other Brother too,
The which the Cardihal undertook
Full cunningly to do.

The Cardinal then all in hafte,

... Unto the Queen did come,

Ufing Perfwafions in fuch fort,
He got the other Son :

And then they. both incontinent,
Unto the Zvwer were fent,

After which time they ne’er came forth,
For Death did them prevent.

Duke Rickard having found the Means,
To work thefe Princes Death, .

Did -

d
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Did caufe Fames Tirrdl's hired Men
Full foon to flop their Breath :
Miles Forrefl and Fames Diggins both,
Thefe wicked carelefs Men,
Were made the Inftruments of Blood,
To work the Murther then.

Thefe Princes lying in their Bed,
Being fweetly Arm in Arm,

Not thinking of this vile Intent,
Or meaning any Harm :

Thefe Villains in their Feathered-beds,
Did wrap them up in hafte,

And with the Cloaths did fmother them,

Till Life and Breath was paft.

But when they were fo murthered,
Where laid no Man did know :

But mark, the Judgment of the Lord
Did fharp Revenge foon fhow.

Betwixt the Dukes within fhort fpace,

* Such Difcord there was bred,

That Buckingkam to pleafe the King,

_Was forc'd to lofe his Head.

Then Rickard in his Kingly Seat,
No Reft nor Eafe could find

The Murther of his Nephews did
So fore torment his Mind ;

He never could take quiet Reft,
His Life he ftill did fear;

His Hand upon his Dagger was,
And none might come him near.

At length the Earl of Rickmond came
With fuch a puiflant Hand,

That this ufurping King was forc’d
In his Defence to ftand :

And meeting him in Bofworth-Field,
They fought with Heart full fain,

But
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But God (for fhedding Princes Blood
Caus’d Réckard to be flain.

Then being dead upon a Horfe,
Naked as he was born,

His Flefh fore cut and mangled,
His Hair all rent and torn.

And then Earl RichAmond worthily,
For this his Deed of Fame,

Of England He was Crowned King,
Henry the Seventh by Name.

From whofe moft Royal Loins did fpring
That famous King of Might,

Henry the Eighth, whofe worthy Deeds
Our Chronicles recite :

Who dying left his Land and Crown
To Edward his fweet Son : .

Whofe Gracious Reign all England ru'd,
His time fo foon was run.

His Sifter Mary did fucceed,
Next Princefs in this Land,

But in her time blind Ignorance
Againft God’s Truth did fland :
Which caufed many a Martyrs Blocd

Be fhed in rueful Cafe ;
. But God did England’s Woes regard,
And turn’d thofe Storms to Grace.

At length the other Sifter came,
Elisabeth, late Queen ;

And fhe reliev'd her Subjets Hearts
From Grief and Sorrow clean :

She fpent her Days in Peace and Joy,
And dy’d God’s Servant true,

And now enjoys a Place in Heaven ;
Amongft the bleffed Crew.

Next her fucceeding Mighty Fames,
Likewife of Henry's Race,

His
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His Majefty with Royal Right,
Deferves this worthy Place ;
Whofe Progeny God long preferve,
This Kingdom for to fway,
And fend all Subjects Loyal Hearts,
Their Sovereign to obey. ‘

A Ser-

s



XVIII. A Servant’s Sorrow for the
Lofs of his late Royal Miftrefs
Queen Anne, who deceas’d at Hamp-
ton-Court the 2d of May, 1618,

To the Tune of, /72 fad and Afky Weeds.

Anne, Daughter to Frederick 11 Kingof Den-
mark, was contralled to James V1. King of
Scotland, and the Marriage celebrated in the
Jormer of thofe Kingdoms by Proxy, in the
Montk of Auguft, of the Year 1589, and
the young Queen, who was fearce Sixteen at
that time, fet Sail for Scotland, but met
with fuck violent Storms at Sea, that She
was forced back into Norway. Thefe Storms
wererasfed by Witcheraft, Jay fome of our
credulous Hiflorians ; an Opinion whick a
Reverend Modern Author gives into and
Jeems firmly enough to believe. King James
hearing this News, kafter’d to Norway, not-
withflanding the Winter was then far ad-
vanced, and in [pite of the Coldnefs of the
Seafon or Climate, confummated his Mar-
riage there; This Couplelived veryhappily to-

gether
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gether wpwards of Nine and Twenty Years,
and kad feveral Children, fome of whofe
Royal Off spring ftll adorn the Throne. At
length the Queen who had fome time been
3/l of a Drogfy, Died at Hampton Zke 1/
of March, 1618-19, according to our
Computation,being about 45 Years old. Her
Body was brought from thence to Somerfet
Houfe, and in about a Montk after, the Fu-
neral Obfequies were performd at W
fter, witk a great deal of Pomp and C
mony. I need not obferve to my R
that this Song was written immediately afto
ker Death.

N Dole and deep Diftrefs
Poor Soul I fighing make my moan,
A Doom of Heavinefs
"~ Conflrains my heavy Heart to groan.
Then haplefs I
That thus muft cry
Againft thofe Sifters three, .
Which to my Pain,
Her Life have ta'ne
“That late did comfort me.

In fable Weeds I mourn,
My Prince’s Abfence to condole,
Who never can return
Unto my fad forfaken Soul.
Yet will I thow
~ The Grounds of Woe,
Of fuch as Mourners be,
For forrowing Care
Will be my Share,
When none will comfort me.
My
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My golden Sun is fled,
. And cleareft Day Befet with Clouds,
"* A hollow Sheet of Lead
My late beloved Princefs fhrouds.
. For whofe fweet fake
. This moan I make,
As all the World may fee,
o There is no Joy,
i But in annoy;
o Then who can comfort me.

 YWith grief 1 wafte away,
Remembring of my gracious Queen ;
e Servants all may fay,
And witnefs well what the hath been,
- A Princefs kind,
Of Royal Mmd
jAdorn’d with Courteﬁe,
But now a Grave
Her Grace will have,
And none will comfort me.

Oh let my ireful Cries
To Sadnefs Court and Country move,
No Mourning may fuffice
To tell my dear affeting love,
Nor Words of Woe,
Cannot well thow,
The Griefs that fettled be
Within my Breaft,
So much diftrett,
L That none can comfort me.

L Yet Mourners there be ftore
Of Kings, of States, and Princes high,
Who fadly do deplore
The want of that fweet Majefly :
Who fpent her Days,
In vertuous Ways,

And
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And doing good, we fee;
Her liberal Hand
Adorn’d this Land,
Which much doth comfort me.

My Sovereign Lord King Fames,
Lamenting moans his Turtle Dear,
And Princely Charles out-ftreams
Full many a fad and fomowﬁll Tear:
So as that Race
Of Royal Grace
And Blooms of Majefty,
Conjoyn in one,
For to make moan,
Yet none will comfort me.

The Palfgrave of the Rhine,
With Denmark's moft true honoured King,
Unto fad Sorrows Shrine,
Some facrificing Tears will bring :
Elizabeth
Thy Mother’s Death
A mournful News will be,
To fill thofe Courts
With fad Reports,
Yet no Man Coniforts me.

Methinks the Netkerlands,
And German Princes of her Kin,
Poffeft with Sorrow ftand, -
And fadly thus their Grief begin :
Farewell, Adieu,
Sweet Queen fo true,
~ Thy Life much mifs'd will be ;
For Rich and Poor
Fed on thy Store,
But now none comforts me.

Where
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Where e’re her Highnefs went,
Sweet Bounty frankly the beftow'd,
The Gifts that God her lent,
Unto the World the nobly thow'd :
With many Ways
Advanc’d her Praife,
So full of Good was the;
The which did move
All Men to Love,
But now none comforts me.

Your Ladies fair and fine,
Attendants on this Royal Queen,
Her Grace is made Divine
On this dull Earth not to be feen.
Her Soul is flown
Up to the Throne
Where Angels reigning be,
ilft I afpire
To vain Defire,
For now none comforts me.

Oh blefled be that Mould
Which thall contain fo fweet a Prize,
Keep fafe the fame inroll'd,
Untouch’d, unfeen by mortal Eyes.
Till from this Earth
A fecond Birth
Of Newnefs framed be,
And till that Hour
Preferve this Flower,
Whofe Goodnefs comforts me.

A gu‘:rel:fx and Mother dear
. Wife, a Daughter to a King,
A Sifter Royal here, ¢
And Grandam as Renown doth ring :

1 Which
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Which rich born Fame

Hath grac'd her Name,
Though all now buried be,

Yet after-Days

Shall found her Praife ;
Which greatly comforts me.

XIX.
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SRR

BACCHUS overcome.

I now come to the Drsnking Songs I promifed
snmy laft Preface, but I have abridg’d part
of the Number I intended; Jfome of my

udicious Readers having~defired me to be -
as fhort in thefe as Iﬁoﬁzggly cow’d, and to
give em the more Hiftorical Ballads. To
diverfify thefe Songs a little, I kave not
whollyconfined my [elf to Antiqusty,having
thrown in Two or Three Modern ones. 1
Jrall fay nolking of any of the Songsin par-
ticular, leaving every ome to judge of ’em
as they think fit. And to confefs the Trutk,
1 kave not that Concern for’em that I have
Jor the Songswhick havemadeup the former
part of the Volume.

Y Friend and I, we drank whole Pifs-pots
Full of Sack up to the Brim:
drank to my Friend, and he drank his Pot,
So we put about the Whim : ‘
Three Bottles, and a Quart,
We fwallow’d down our Throat,
But hang fuch puny Sips as thefe,
We laid us all along,
With our Mouths unto the Bung, .
And we tip’d whole Hogfheads off with Eafe.
H I heard
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I heard pf a Fop that drank whole Tankards,
Sti'd himfelf the Prince of Sots ;
But I fay hang fuch puny Drunkards,
Melt their Flaggons, and break their Pots :
My Friend, and I did join,
For a Cellar full of Wine,
And we drank the Vintner out of door,
Weé drank it all up,
In a Morning at a fup,
And we greedily rov'd about for more.

My Friend to me did make this motion :
Let us to the Vintage skip ;
Then we fail'd upon the Ocean,
Where we found a Spans/ Ship,
Well laden with Wine,
Which was fu y
The Sailors fwore Five Hundred Tun.
We drank it all at Sea,
E'er we came unto the Key,
And the Merchant fwore he was quite undone.

My Friend, not having quench’d his Thirft ;
Said, let us to the Vineyards hafte:
Then we fail'd to the Canarics
Which afforded juft a Tafte :
From thence unto the RAine,
Where we drank up all the Wine,
Till Bacckus cry’'d hold you Sots or you Die.
And Swore he never found,
In his univerfal Round,
Two fuch thirfty Souls as my Friend and L

QOut!
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Out ! cries one, what a Beaft he makes himfelf ;
He can neither ftand nor go,
Out ! you Beaft, that’s a grand miftake Sir,
When e’er knew you a Beaft drink fo §

*Tis when we drink the leaft,

That we drink the moft like a Beaft,
But when we Caroufe it Six in a hand,

’Tis then and only then,

That we drink the moft likg¢ Men,
When we drink till we can neither go nor ftand.

H 2 CANTO,
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CANTO, In the praife of Sack.

Iften all I pray,
To the Words I have to fay,
n memory fure infert ’em :
Rich Wines do us raife  °
To the honour of Bays,
Quem non fecere difertum §

Of all the juice,
The Gods produce,
Sack fhall be preferr'd before 'em ;
*Tis Sack that fhall
Create us all,
Mars, Bacchus, Apollo, virorum.

We abandon all Ale,

And Beer that is flale,
Rofa-folis, and damnable Rum :

But we will rack

In the praife of Sack,
'Gainft Omne quod exit in um.

This is the Wine,
"Which in former time,
Each wife one of the Magi
‘Was wont to caroufe
In a frolickfome bloufe,
Recubans fub tegmine fags.

Let the hope be their bane,
And a Rope be their fhame,
Let the Gout and Cholick pine ’em,
That offer to fhrink,
In taking their Drink,
Seu Gracum, five Latinum.

- (*
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Let the Glafs go round,

Let the Quart-pot found;
Let each one do as he’s done to:

Avaunt ye that hug

The abominable Jug.
'Mongft us Heteroclita funto.

There’s no fuch difeafe,
As he that doth pleafe
His Palate with Beer for to thame us:
*Tis Sack makes us fing,
Hey down a down ding,
Mufa pawlo majora canamus.

He is either mute,
Or doth poorly difpute,

That drinks ought elfe but Wine O,
The more Wine a Man dnnks,
Like a fubtle Sphinx

Tantum valet ille loguendo.

'Tis true, our Souls,
By the lowly Bowls

Of Beer that doth naught but fwill us,
Do go into Swine,
(Pythagoras 'tis thine)

Nam vos mutaflis & illas.
When I've Sack in my Brain,
I'm in a meny vain,

And this to me a Dblifs is:
Him that is wife,
I can juftly defpife:

Mecum confertur Ulyffes §

How it chears the Brains,
How it warms the Veins,
How againft all croffes its arm us!
How it makes him that's poor,
Courageoufly roar,
Et mutatas dicere formas.
H 3 Give
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Give me the Boy,
My delight and Joy,
To my fantum that drinks his 7sk:
By Sack he that waxes
In our Syntaxis.
ER verbum perfonale.

Art thou weak or lame,
Or thy Wits to blame ?
Call for Sack, and thou fhalt have it
'Twill make him rife,
And be very wife,
Cus vim natura negavit.
We have frolick rounds,
We have merry go downs,
Yet nothing is dome at random,
For when we are to pay,
We club and away,
1d ¢} commune notandum.

The Blades that want Cafh,
Have credit for crafh,

They’ll have Sack what ever it coft ’em,
They do not pay,
Till another day,

Manet alt mente repofium.

Who ne'r fails to dnn.k‘
All clear from the brin
With a fmooth and even fwallow,
T'll offer at his fhrine,
And call him divine,
Et erit miki magnus Apollo.
He that drinks ftill,
And ne'er hath his fill,
Hath a paffage like a Conduit,
The Sack doth infpire,
In rapture and fire,
Sic ether athera fundit.
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When you merrily quaff,
If any do off,
And then from you needs will pafs thee,
Give their Nofe a twitch,
And kick them in the britch,
Non comporuntur ab affe.

mvt:ltloldyouplain,
you again,
Be he furious as Orlando,
He is an Afs,
That from hence doth pafs,
Nifi bibit ad offia fiando.

H 4 The
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The Anfwer of Al to the Challenge
of Sack.

O ME, all you brave Wights,
That are dubbed Ale-knights,
Now fet out your felves in fight.
And let them that crack
In the praifes of Sack,
Know Ma/ is of mickle might.

Though Sack they define
To be wholly divine,
Yet it is but natural liquor :
Ale hath for its part
An addition of art,
" To make it drink thinner or thicker.

Sack’s fiery fume
Doth wafte and confume
Men's Aumidum radicale ;
It fcaldeth their Livers,
It breeds burning Fevers,
Proves vinum venenum reale.

But Hiftory gathers,
From aged Fore-fathers, )
That Ale’s the true Liquor of Life:
Men liv'd long in Health,
And preferv’d their Wealth,
Whilft Barley-broth only was rife.
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Sack quickly afcends,
And fuddenly ends.
‘What Company came for at firft :
And that which yet worfe is,
It empties Men's Purfes
Before it half quencheth their thirft.

Ale is not fo coftly,
Although that the moﬁ. lye
Too long by the Oxl of Barley,
Yet may they part late
At a reafonable rate,
Tho’ they came in the Morning early.

Sack makes Men from Words
Fall to drawing of Swords,
And quarreling endet their quaffing ;
Whilft Dagger-ale Barrels
Bear off many
And often turn chiding to laughing.

Sack’s drink for our Mafters:
All may be Ale-tafters.
Good things the more common the better.
Sack’s but fingle Broth :
Ale’s Meat, Drink, and Cloth,
Say they that know never a letter.

But not to entangle
Old Friends till they wrangle,
And quarrel for other Men's pleafure ;
Let Ale keep his place,
And let Sack have his grac
So that neither exceed the due meafure.
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The Triumph of Zvbacco over Sack
and Al

AY, foft, by your leaves,
Tobacco bereaves
You both of the Garland, forbear it :
You are two to one,
Yet Tobacco alone
Is like both to win it, and wear it.

Though many Men crack,
Some of Ale, fome of Sack,
And think they have reafon to do it ;
Tobacco hath more,
That will never give o’er
The honour they do unto it.

Tobacco engages
Both Sexes, all Ages,
The Poor as well as the Wealthy,
From the Court to the Cottage,
From Childhood to Dotage,
Both thofe that are fick and the healthy.

It plainly appears
That in a few Years
Tobacco more cuftom hath gained,
Than Sack, or than Ale,
Though they double the tale
Of the times, wherein they have reigned.
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And worthily too,

For what they undo .
‘Tobacco doth help to regain,

On fairer conditions,

Than many Phyficians, .
Puts an end to much grief and pain.

1t hel, digeftion,
of thal.)teﬁere’gsdt}o quettion,
The Gout, and the Toothach, it eafeth:
Be it early, or late, -
*Tis never out of date,
He may fafely take it that pleafeth.

Tobacco prevents
Infe&tion by fcents,
That hurt the Brain, and are heady,
An Antidote is,
Before you’re amifs,
As well as an after remedy,

The cold it doth heat,
Cools them that do fweat,

And them that are fat maketh lean :
The hungry doth feed,
And, if there be need,

Spent fpirits reftoreth again.
Tobacco infufed
May fafely be ufed

For purging, and killing of Lice :
Not fo much as the Athes
But heals Cuts and Slathes,

And that out of hand, in a trice.

‘The Poets of old,
Many Fables have told,
Of the Gods and their Sympofia :
But Tobacco alone,
Had they known it, had gone
For their Neflar and Ambr ofta.

It
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It is not the fmack
Of Ale, or of Sack,
That can with Tobacco compare :
For Tafte, and for Smell
It bears away the Bell
From 'em both where ever they are :

For all their Bravado,
1t is Trinidado
That both their Nofes will wipe
Of the praifes they defire,
Unlefs they confpire
To Sing to the Tune of his Pipe.

BAC-
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BACCHUS’s Feaft. ’

ACCHUS when merry beftriding his Tun,
Proclaira’d a new Neighbourly Featt :
e firft that appear’d was a Man of the Gown,
A Jolly Parochial Prieft ;
He fill'd up his Bowl], drank Healths to the Church,
Preferring it to the King,
Altho’ he long fince left both in the lurch,
Yet he canted like any thing.

The next was a Talkative Blade whom we cal’
A Doctor of the Civil Law,

Who gufled and drank up the Devil and all,
As faft as the Drawers could draw :

But Healths to all Nobles he flifly deny’d,
Tho’ luflily he could Swill,

Becaufe ftill the fafter the Quality dy’d,
It brought the more Grift to his Mill.

The next a Phyfician to Ladies and Lords,
Who eafes all Sicknefs and Pain,

And conjures Diftempers away with hard Words ;
Which he knows is the head of his gain ;

He ftep'd from his Coach, fill'd his Cup to the brim
And quaffing did freely agree,

That Bacchus who gave us fuch Cordial to drink
Was a better Phyfician than he.

The next was a Juftice who never read Law,
With Twenty Informers behind,
On Free-coft he Tippl'd and ftill bid ’em draw,
"Till his Worfhip had drunk himfelf blind : ™
en
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Then reeling away they all rambled in queft
Of Drunkards and Jilts of the Town,
That they might be punifh’d to frighten the reft,
Except they wou'd drop him a Crown.

The fifth was a tricking Attorney at Law,
By Tally-men chiefly imploy’
Who lengthned his Bill with Co-hy- and Maw-draw;
And a Hundred fuch Items befide ;
The Healths that Ke drank was to Wefminfler-Hall,
And to all the Grave Dons of the Gown,
Rependum & Petro, dorendum & Pasud,
Such Latin as never was known.

The laft that appear’d was a Soldier in Red,
With his Hair doubled under his Hat,
Who was by his Trade a fine Gentleman made,
Tho’ as hungry and poor as a Rat :
He fwore by his G-d, tho’ he livd by his King,
Or the help of fome impudent Punk,
That he would not depart 'till he had made the Butt
And himfelf moft confoundedly Drunk. (Gng,

R

The



The Loyal Subjeét, or, the Praife
of SACK.

O M E let’s drink the time invites,
Winter and cold weather,
For to pafs away long Nights,
And to keep good Wits together ;
Better far than Cards or Dice,
Or Jfaac’s Ball that quaint Device,
Made up with Fan and Feather.

Of grand actions on the Seas,
We will ne’er be jealous
Give us Liquor that will pleafe,
- And will make us braver Fellows
Than the bold Venctian Fleet,
When the Zkrks and they do meet,
Within the Dardonelloes.

Makomet was no Divine,
But a fenfelefs Widgeon,
To forbid the ufe of Wine
Unto thofe of his Religion ;
Falling-ficknefs was his fhame,
And his Throne fhall have the blame,
For all his whifpering Pidgeon.

Valentia that famous Town,
Stood the French-Men's wonder,
Water it imploy’d to drown,
And to cut their Troops afunder,
Turene caft a helplefs 1ook,
Whilft the crafty Spaniards took
La-Ferta and his Plunder. ..

12 . Therefore
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Therefore Water we difdain,
Mankinds adverfary,

Once it caus'd the Worlds whole frame
In a Deluge to mifcarry ;

Nay the Enemies of Joy,

Seek with Envy to deftroy,
And murder good Canary.

Sack’s the Prince’s fureft Guard,
If he would but try it,
No Rebellion e’r was heard,
Where the Subjeéts foundly ply it,
And three Conftables at moft,
Are enough to quell an Hoft,
That thus difturbs our quiet.

Drink about your full brim Bowls,
See there be no fhrinking,

For to quench your thirfty Souls,
We of projecis are not thinking,

But a way we will devife

How to make our colours rife
And our Nofes rich with drinking.

Caufe the Rubies to appear
. In their Orient Luftre,
Pottle Pots bring up the Rear,
For our Forces we muft mufter.
Sentor Gallon leads the Van,
He hath taken many a Man,
And drowns them on a clufter.

Sack it doth infpire the Wit,
Though the Brain be muddy.
Some that ne'r knew nothing yet
By it's vertue fall to ftuddy;

He that tipples up good Sack,
Finds found Marrow in the Back,
That’s wholefome for the Belly.

All
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All the faculties of Man,

Are inriched by this Treafure,
He that firft this Bowl began,

Let him give to all his meafure
Sack is like the .Ztherial fire,
Which doth kindle new defire,

To do a Woman Pleafure,

Sack doth make the Spirit bold,
*Tis like the Mufes NaZar.
Some that filent Tongues did hold,
Now can fpeak a learned Le€ture ;
By the flowing of the Tub,
They can break 4kides Club,
And take the Crown from HefZor.

We ne'er covet to be Rich,

With Commerce, or with Trading,
Nor have we a zealous Itch,

Though guondam means are fading,
But our Vefiels and our Store,
And Wits are how to get more

Good Sack and that’s our lading.

We that drink good Sack in Plate,

To make us blith and jolly,
Never Plot againft the State,

To be punifh’d for fuch folly,
But the merry Glafs and Pipe,
Makes our Senfes quick and Ripe,

And expels Melancholly.

See the Squibs and hear the Bells,

The Fifth Day of November,
The Preacher a fad Story tells,

And with horror doth remember,
How fome dry brain’d Traitors wrought
Plots, that would to ruine brought,

Both King and every Member.
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We that drink have no fuch thoughts
Blind and void of Reafon,
We take care to fill our Vaults,
With good Wine at every Seafon,
And with many a chearful Cup,
We blow one another up
And that’s our only Treafon.

The
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The Advice.

OLD, hold thy Nofe to the Pot Zom, Zom,
And hold thy Nofe to the Pot Zom, Zom,
"Tis thy Pot, and my Pot,
And my Pot, and thy Pot,
Sing hold thy Nofe to the Pot Tofn, Tom.

"Tis Malt will cure the Maw Zom,
And heal thy Diftempers in Autumn,
Felix quem facient,
I prithee be pauent,
Aliena pericula cautum

Then hold thy Nofe to the Pot Zom, Ibm

Hold, hold thy Nofe to the Pot Zom, Tom ; ;
There’s neither Parfon nor Vicar,
Butwill tofs off his Liquor, 3

Sing hold thy Nofe to the Pot Tom, Tog:

The
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The Praife of WINE.

ET Soldiers fight for Prey or Praife,
and Money be the Mifer's wifh,
Poor Schollars ftudy all their Days,
and Gluttons glory in their Dith,
Its Wine, pure Wine, revives fad Souls,
TRerefore fill us the chearing Bowls.

Let Minions Marfhal every Hair,
and in a lovers Lock delight,
And Artificial colours wear,
we have the native red or white :
Jts Wine, &c.

Take Pheafant, Trout, and calverd Sammon,
or how to pleafe your Pallats think,

Give us the falt Wefiphalia Gammon,
not Meat to eat, but Meat to drink ;

dts Wine, &c.

The backward fpirit it makes brave,
that lively which before was dull ;
They prove good Fellows which were grave,
and kindnefs flows from Cups brim full :
Its Wine, &c.

Some have the Phtiffick, fome the Rhume,
fome have the Palfy, fome the Gout,
Some fwell with Fat, and fome confume,
but they are found that drink all out :
Its Wine, &c.
Some
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Some Men want Youth, and fome want Wealth,
fome want a Wife, and fome a Punk,

Some Men want Wit, and fome want Health,
but they want nothing that are drunk :

s pure Wine, pure Wine, revives fad Souls,

Therefore give us the chearing Bowls.

The
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The Ex-Ale-tation of ALE.

I met with a Friend in Alesbury- Vale ;
w by my Face, that I was in the cafe
To fpeak no great harm of a Pot of good Ale.

Then did he me greet, and faid, fince we meet,

(And he put me in mind of the Name of the Dak)
For Alesbury's fake fome pains I wou'd take,

And not bury the Praife of a Pot of good Ale.

; ! O T drunken, nor fober, but Neighbour to both,
e

The more to procure me then did he adjure me,
If the Ale I drank laft were Nappy and Stale,
To do it it’s right, and ftir up my Sprite,
And fall to commend a Pot of good Ale.

Quoth I, to commend it I dare not begin,
Left therein my credit might happen to fail ;
For many Men now do count it a Sin
But once to look toward a Pot of good Ale.

Yet I care not a Pin, for I fee no fuch Sin,
Nor any thing elfe my courage to quail ;

For this we do find, that take it in kind,
Much vertue there is in a Pot of good Ale.

And I mean not to tafte, tho' thereby much grac'd,
Nor the merry-go-down without pull or hale,

Perfuming the Throat when the Stomach’s a float,
With the fragrant fweet fcent of a Pot of good Ale.

Nor
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Nor yet the delight that comes to the Sight,

. To fee how it flowers and mantles in graile,

As green as a Leek, with a fmile in the Cheek,
The true orient colour of a Pot of good Ale.

But I mean the Mind, and the good it doth find ;
Not only the Body fo feeble and frail ;

For Body and Soul may blefs the black Bowl,
Since both are beholden to a Pot of good Ale.

For when Heavinefs the Mind doth opprefs,
And Sorrow and Grief the Heart do affail,

No remedy quicker than to take off your Liquor
And to wath away Cares with a Pot of good Ale.

The Widow that buried her Husband of late,
Will foon have forgotten to weep and to wail,

And think €'ry Day twain till the Marry again,
If the read the contents of a Pot of good Ale.

1t is like a Belly-blaft to a cold Heart,
And warms, and engenders the Spirits vitale,
To keep them from damage; all Spirits owe their
(homage
To the Sprite of the Buttry a Pot of good Ale.
And down to the Legs the virtue doth go,
And to a bad Footman is as good as a Sail,
When it fills the Veins, and makes light the Brains,
No Lackey fo nimble as a Pot of good Ale..

The Naked complains not for want of Coat,
Nor an the cold Weather will once turn his tail,
All the way as he goes, he cuts the Wind with his
(Nofe,
If he be but well wrapt in a Pot of good Ale.
The Hungry Man takes no thought for his Meat,
Though his Stomach wou'd brook a Tenpenny Nall

He quite forgets hunger, thinks on it no longer,
If he touch but the Sparks of a Pot of good Ale.

The
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The poor Man will praife it, fo hath he good caufe,
That all the Year eats neither Patridge nor Quail,
But fets up his reft, and makes up his Feaft
With a Cruft of brown Bread, and a Pot of%Xlod
e.

The Shepherd, the Sower, the Threther, the Mower,

* The one with his Scythe, the other with his Flail,

Take them out by the Poll, on the Peril of my Soul
All will hold up their Hands to a Pot of good Ale.

The Black-fmith whofe Bellows all Summer do blow,
With the Fire in his Face ftill, with’d e’er avail,

Tho’ his Throat be full dry, he will tell you a Lye,
But where you may be fure of a Pot of good Ale.

Who ever denies it, the Pris’ners will praife it,
That beg thro’ the Grate, and lye in the Jayl ;
For even in their Fetters, they think themfelves better,
May they get but a Two-penny black Pot of (gxlod
e.

The Beggar whofe Portion is always his Prayers,
Not having a tatter to hang on his Tail,
Is as Rich in his Rags, as the Churl in his Bags,
If he once but thakes Hands with a Pot of good Ale.

It drives his Poverty clean out of mind,

Forgetting his brown Bread, his Wallet and Mail,
He walks in the Houfe like a fix-footed Loufe,

If once he's enrich’d with a Pot of good Ale.

And he that doth dig in the Ditches all Day,
And wearies himfelf quite at the Plough-tayl,

Will fpeak no lefs things than of Queens and of Kings,
If he touch but the top of a Pot of good Ale.

'Tis like 2 Whetftone to a blunt Wit,
And makes a fupply where Nature doth fail,

The dulleft Wit foon will look quite thro’ the Moon,
If his Temples be wet with a Pot of good Ale.

Then
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Then Dick to his Dearling full boldly dares fpeak,
Tho’ before (filly Fellow) his Courage did quail,
He gives her the Smouch with his Hand on his Pouch,

If he meet by the way with a Pot of good Ale.

And it makes the Carter a Courtier firait way,
With Rhetorical terms he will tell his Tale,

With Courtefies great ftore, and his Cap up before,
Being fchool’d but a little with a Pot of good Ale.

The old Man whofe Tongue wags fafter than his Teeth,
(For old Age by nature doth drivel and drale)
Will frisk and will fling like a Dog in a String,
If he warms his cold Blood with’a Pot of good Ale.

And the good old Clark whofe fight waxeth dark,
And ever he thinks the Print is too fmall,

He will fee every Letter, and fay Service better,
If he glaze but his Eyes with a Pot of good Ale.

And now that the Grains do work in my Brains,

Methinks I were able to give by retail
Commodities ftore, a dozen and more

That flow to Mankind from a Pot of good Ale.

As for the Mufician of any Condition,

It will make him reach to the top of his Scale ;.
It will clear his Pipes, and moiften his Lights,

If he drink a¥ernatim a Pot of good Ale.

The Poet Divine, that cannot reach Wine,
Becaufe that his Money doth many times fail,
Will hit on the Vein to make a good ftrain,
If he be but infpired with a Pot of good Ale.’

For Ballads Elderton never had Peer,
How went his Wit in them, with how merry a gale,
And with all the Sails up, had he been at the Cup,
And wathed his Beard with a Pot of good Ale.

1 And .
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And the power of it fhows no whit lefs in Profe,
It will file one’s Phrafe, and fet forth his Tale :
Fill him but a Bowl, it will make his Tongue troul,
For flowing Speech flows from a Pot of good Ale.

And Mafter Philofopher, if he drink his part,

Will not trifle his time in the Husk or the Shale,
But go to the Kernel by the depth of his Art,

To be found in the bottom of a Pot of good Ale.

Give a Scholar of Oxford a Pot of Sixteen,

And put him to prove that an Ape has no Tail,
And fixteen times better his Wit will be feen,

If you fetch him from Bot/ey a Pot of good Ale.

Thus it helps Speech and Wit ; and it hurts not a whit,
But rather doth further the virtues Morale,

Then think it not much if a little I touch :
The good Moral parts of a Pot of good Ale.

To the Chuych and Religion it is a good Friend,
Or elfe our Forefathers their Wifdom did fail,

That at every Mile, next to the Church Stile,
Set a Confecrate Houfe to a Pot of good Ale.

The Churches much owe, as we all do know;
For when they be dropping and ready to fall,
By a Whitfon or Church-Ale up again they fhall go,
And owe their Repairing to a Pot of good Ale.

Truth will do it right, it brings truth to light,
And many bad matters it helps to reveal ;

For they that will drink, will fpeak what they think ;
Tom-tell-Tyotk lies hid in a Pot of good Ale.

And next I alledge, it is Fortitude’s edge :
For a very Coward, that fhrinks like a Snail,

Will Swear and will Swagger, and out goes his Dag-
If he be but arm’d with a Pot of good Ale.  (ger,

And
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And fure it will make a Man fuddenly Wife,
E’er while was fcarce able to tell a right Tale ;
It will open his Jaw, he will tell you the Law,
As made right a Bencher of a Pot of good Ale.

Or he that will make a bargain to gain,
In buying or fetting his Goods forth to Sale,
Mutft not plod in the Mire, but fit by the Fire,
And Seal up his Match with a Pot of good Ale.

They talk much of State both early and late,

But if Gafwign and Spain their Wine thou’d but fail,
No remedy then with us Engis/hmen

But the State it muft ftand by a Pot of good Ale.

And they that fit by it are good Men and quiet,
No dangerous Plotters in the Common-weal

Of Treafon or Murther ; for they go no further
Than to call for, and pay for a Pot of good Ale.

The Nortk they will praife it, and praife it with Paffion,
Where every River gives Name to a Dale:

There Men are yet living that are of the old fafhion,
No Neftar they know but a Pot of good Ale.

O Ale ab alendo, thou Liquor of Life !

That I had but a Mouth as big as a Whale !
For mine is too little to touch the leaft tittle

That belongs to the praife of a Pot of good Ale.

Thus I trow, fome virtues P've marked you out,
And never a Pice in all this long trail,

But that after the Pot there cometh a fhot
And that’s th’ only blot of a Pot of good Ale.

With that my Friend faid, That blot will I bear,
You have done very well, it is time to ftrike fail,

We'll have fix Pots more tho’ I die on the fcore,
To make all this good of a Pot of good Ale.

I2 The



The Greenland VOYAGE: o,
the Whale-Fifher's Delight: Being
a full Defcription of the manner of
the taking of Whales on the Coaft
of Greenland,

To the Tune of, Hey to the Temple, &c.

At a Time when the World ss wholly taken up
withdifcourfesupon Whale-Fifkery,and that
we are all expelting what Succefs one of the
greatef Companies tn Europe will meet
with in this part of their Commerce, I think
1 can do nothing better than to prefent my
Readers with an old Song written on this
Subjelt ; the Poetry I am fure is good, and
thofe who are skill'd in that Art tell me the
Terms are juf?, and every part of it equally
beautiful.

HY flay we at home, now the Seafon is come?
Jolly Lads let us liquor our Throats ; -

Our Intereft we wrong, if we tarry too long,
Then all hands, let us fit out our Boats ;

Let each Man prepare

Of the Tackling his fhare,
By negle¢t a good Voy’ge may be loft.

Come I fay, let's away,

Make no ftay nor delay,
For the Winter brings Whales on the Coatft.

HM:
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Harry, Will, Robin, Ned, with bold Zom in the head,
And Sam in the Stern bravely ftands,
" As rugged a Crew (if we give them their due),

As ever did take Oars in their hands:

Such Heroes as thefe

Will with Blood flain the Seas,
When they join with their refolute Mates,

Who with might, void of fright,

With delight, boldly fight
Mighty Whales, as if they were but Sprats.

Come coyl in the Warp, fee the Hatchets be fharp,
And make ready the Irons and Launce ;
Each Man fhip his Oar, and leave nothing on fhoar
That is needful the Voy'ge to advance ;

See the Buoy be made right,

And the Drug fitted right,
So that nothing be wanting anon :

Never doubt, but look out

Round about ; there’s a Spout,
Come away Boys, let us lanch if we can.

The Suff runs too high, 'twill be down by and by,
Take a Slatch to go off, now "twill do,
Huzza ! lanch amain, for the Sea grows again,
Pull up briskly a ftroak (Boys) or two ;

Ha, well row'd ! ’tis enough,

We are clear of the Suff,
A yare hand heave out Water apace ;

There's the Whale, that’s her back

That looks black ; there’s her wake,
Pull away, Boys, let’s give her a chafe.

Hal well row'd jolly Trouts, pull away there fhe

And we gain of her briskly I find, (fpouts,

We're much about her ground, let’s take a Dram

And her rifing befure let us mind : (round ;
She’s here, juft a head,

Stand up Zom, pull up Ned,
I3 We
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We are faft, back a fiern what ye may ;
Hold on Lad, I'm afraid
She’s a Jade, the'’s fo mad,

She’s a Scragg, for your lives cut away.

Though we have met with misfortune already,
"*Tis courage muft do, for the Proverb you know,
A faint heart never won a fair Lady.
Come this is no difgrace,
Pull up Lads, another chafe,
Our Mates will be faft without doubt ;
So, what chear? We are near,
She is there ; No, fthe’s here
Juft a ftemn ; jolly Hearts, pull about.

Pull briskly for there fhe's rifen very fair,
Back a ftem, it is up to the Strap, (row'd,
Well done Zom, bravely throw’d, chearly Lads, bravely
'Tis not always we meet with mithap,

Veer out Warp, let her run,

She will quickly have done ¢
Well done, Mate ; 'twas a brave fecond ftroke,

Now the jerks, who can work $

Veer out Warp ; the tows
Hang the Black fmith our Launce it is broke.

Pull a head, hale in Warp, for the tows not fo fharp,
But’s beginning to flounce and to ftrike ;
Fit a Launce, let us try, if we can by and by
Give her one gentle touch to the quick:
Bravely throw'd, jolly Lad,
She’s nothing nigh fo mad
As fhe was ; t'other Launce may do good ;
Well done 7dm, that was home,
To her Womb, makes her foam,
She’s fick at the Heart, the fpouts Blood.
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The bufinefs is done, launce no more, let’s alone,
"Tis her flurry, fhe is as dead as a Herring ;
Let’s take her in a Tow, and all Hands ftoutly row ;
And Mate .Sam, prithee mind well thy fteering,

The Wind begins to blow,

And the Seas bigger grow,
Evry Man put his ftrength to his Oar :

Leave to prate, now 'tis late,

Well row’d, Mate ; hey for Ka,
She’s a ground, cut away let’s a Shoar.

Come turn up the Boats, let’s put on our Coats,
And to Ber's there’s a chirriping cup ;
Let's comfort our Hearts, e’ry Man his two Quarts,
And to morrow all Hands to cut up;

Betimes leave your Wives,

Bring your Hooks and your Knives,
And let none lie a bed like a Lubber ;

But begin with the Sun,

To have done before Noon :
That the Carts may come down for the Blubber.

B Ig4 . The
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The Farmer's Daughter of Wakefield

As ancient Reports do tell,
ere a lies a famous Country Town,
Some call it Merry Wakeficld ;
And in this Country Town,
A Farmer there did dwell,
Whofe Daughter would to Market go,
Her Treafure for to Sell.

As fhe was travelling a lo

Over Hills and Mountains hi

It was her Chance to lofe her Way,
Where a Shepherd fhe did fpy ;

O ! Shepherd, O! Shepherd quoth fhe,
Many Days to you God fend,

I am a Maid and fhall be undone,
Unlefs you ftand my Friend.

Over Hills and Mountains high,
E'er fince the Break of Day,

I have been travelling many a Mile,
And I cannot find my Way :

Come fit thee down by me,

The Shepherd reply’d with a Smile,
And I'll fhow thee a nearer Way,
Than this by a full long Mile.

The Shepherd fate him down,

The fair Maid fhe drew nigh

He pull'd out his Bagpipes wond'rous fweet,
And play’d Melodioufly :

P,OWN in the Nortk Country,

He
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He play’d her fuch a Tune,
That he made this fair Maid Sing,
0! the Mufick of thy Bagpipes fweet,
Makes all my Nerves to Ring.

O! Shepherd, O! Shepherd, quoth fhe,
%fthe time would but permit it ;
pray now play it me ov'r again,
For Lx I fhould forget it,
He play'd it over agam,
As he had done before,
And gave this fair Maid much delight,
It pleas’d her more and more.

My deareff Swain, quoth fhe,

A Thoufand times adies ;

And, if ever 1 chance to lofe my Way,
7o find it, I'll come to yos.

A T



The Baffled Knight, or the Lady’s
‘ Policy.

HERE was a Knight was drunk with Wine,
a riding along the way, Sir,
And there he did meet with a Lady fine,
and among the Cocks of Hay, Sir.

One Favour he did crave of her,
and ask’d her to lay her down, Sir,
But he had neither Cloth nor Sheet,
to keep her from the Ground, Sir.

There is a great-Dew upon the Grafs,
and if you fhou'd lay me down, Sir,
You would fpoil my gay clothing,
that has coft me many a Pound, Sir.

I have a Cloak of Scarlet-red,
I'll lay it under thee, Love,
So you will grant me my requett,
that I fhall ask of you, Love.

And if you'll go to my Father's Hall,
that is moated all round about, Sir,

There you fhall have your Will of me,

- within, Sir, and without, Sir.

Oh yonder ftands my Milk-white Steed,
and among the Cocks of Hay, Sir,

If the King’s Penner fhould chance to come,
he’ll take my Steed away, Sir.

I have a Ring upon my Finger,
it's made of the fineft Gold, Love
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And it thall ferve to fetch your Steed,
out of the Pinner’s Fold, Love.

And if you'll go to my Father's Houfe,
round which there’s many a Tree, Sir,

There you fhall have your Chamber free,
and your Chamberlain I'll be, Sir.

He fate her on a2 Milk-white Steed,
himfelf upon another ;

And then they rid along the way,
like Sifter and like Brother.

But when fhe came to her Father's Houfe,
which was moated all round about, Sir,
She flip’d herfelf within the Gate,
And fhe lock’d the Knight without Sir.

I thank you kind Knight for feeing me here,
and bringing me home a Maiden, Sir,

But you fhall have two of my Father’s Men,
for to fet you as far back again, Sir,

He drew his Sword out of his Scabbard,
and whet it upon his Sleeve, Sir,
Saying, Curfed be to ev’ry Man,
that will a Maid believe, Sir.

She drew her Handkerchief out of her Pocket,
and threw it upon the Ground, Sir,

Saying, thrice curfed be to ev’ry Maid,
that will believe a Man, Sir.

We have a Tree in our Garden,
fome call it of Rofemary, Sir ;
There’s Crowing-cocks in our Town,
that will make a Capon of you, Sir.

We have a Flower in our Garden,
fome call it a Marygold, Sir;

And
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And he that would not when he mlght,
he fhall not when he would, Sir.

But if you chance for to meet a Maid,
a little below the Town, Sir,

You mutft not fear her in y cloathing,
nor the wrinkling of her Gown, Sir.

And if you chance for to meet a Maid,
a little below the Hill, Sir,

You need not fear her fcreeking out,
for the quickly will lye ftill, Sir,

The baff’d Knight was by the Lafs
ingenioufly out-witted ;

And fince that time, it came to pafs,
he was again well fitted :

As he was riding crofs a Plain,

in Boots, Spurs, Hat and Feather,
He met that Lady fair again,

they talk’d a while together.

He faid, tho’ you did ferve me fo,
. and cunningly decoy me ;
Yet now, before you further go,
I muft and will enjoy thee. -
"Twas near a fpacious River’s ﬁde,
where Rufhes green were growing,

And Neptune's filver Streams did glide,
four Fathom Waters flowing, .

The Lady bluth’'d like Scarlet-red,
and trembling at this Stranger ;
How fhall I guard my Maiden-head
from this approaching danger ¢
With a lamenting figh, faid the,
to dye I now am ready:
Muft
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Muft this dithonour fall on me ?
a moft unhappy Lady!

He from his Saddle did a-light,
in gaudy rich attire :

And cry’d, I am a Noble Knight,
who do your Charms admire.

He took the Lady by the Hand,
who feemingly confented ;

And wou’d no more difputing ftand,
the had a Plot invented.

How fhe might baffle him again,
with much Delight and Pleafure ;
And eke unfpotted fill remain
with her pure Virgin Treafure.

Look yonder good Sir Knight, I pray,
methinks I do difcover,

Well mounted on a Dapple-grey,
my true entire Lover.

The Knight, he ﬁandmg on the brink
of the deep floating River ;

Thought the, thou now fhalt fwim or fink,
chufe which thou fancy rather.

Againft his back the Lady run,
the Waters firait he founded :

He cry’d out, Love | What have you done?
help! help! or I am drowned !

Said fhe, Sir Knight, farewel, adieu,
you fee what comes of fooling :

That is the fitteft place for you,
whofe Courage wanted cooling.

Love, help me out, and I'll forgive
this Fault which you've committed :

No,
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No, no, fays fhe, Sir, as I live,
I think you're finely fitted.

She rid home to her Father's Houfe,
for fpeedy expedition ;

While the gay Knight was foak’d like Souce,
in a fad wet condition.

When he came mounted to the Plain,
he was in rich attire :

Yet when he back return’d again,
he was all Muck and Mire.

A folemn Vow he there did make,
juft as he came from fwiming,

He'd love no Lady, for her fake,
nor any other Women.

The Baffi’d Knight was fool'd once more,
you'll find by this pleafant ditty,

For the whofe Charms he did adore
was wonderful tharp and witty.

Returning from her Father’s Park,
juft clofe by a Summer Bower,

She chanc’d to meet her angry Spark,
Who gave her a frowning lower.

The thoughts of what fhe twice had done,
did caufe him to draw his Rapier,

And at the Lady then he run,
and thus he began to vapour :

You chous’d me at your Father's Gate,
then tumbl’d me into the River,

I feek for fatisfaction ftraight ;
Shall I be a Fool for ever 1

He came with Refolution bent
that Evening to enjoy her ;
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And if fhe did not give confent,
that Minute he would deftroy her.

-1 pray Sir Knight, and why fo hot
againft a young filly Woman

Such Crimes as thefe might be forgot,
for merry intrigues are common.

What do you count it Mirth, he cry’d,
to tumble me in and leave me$
What if I drowned there had dy'd,
a dangerous Jeft, believe me.

Well, if I pardon you this Day
thofe Injuries out of meafure,
It is becaufe without delay
I mean to enjoy the Pleafure.

Your fuit, the faid, is not deny’d,
bat think of your Boots of Leather ;
And let me pull them off, the cry’d,
before we lye down together.

He fet him down upon the Grafs,
and Violets fo fweet and tender ;

Now by this means it came to pafs,
that fhe did his purpofe hinder.

For having pull'd his Boots half way,
fhe cry’d, I am now your betters ;

You fhall not make of me your Prey,
fit there like a Thief in Fetters.

Now finding fhe had ferv’d him fo,
he rofe and began to grumble ;

Yet he could neither ftand nor go,
but did like a Cripple tumble.

The Boots ftuck faft, and would not ftir,
his folly fhe foon did mention,

And
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And laughing faid, I pray kind Sir,
How like you my new Invention !

My laughing Fit you muft excufe,
you are but a ftinglefs Nettle ;

You'd ne’er a ftood for Boots or Shooes,
had you been a Man of Mettle.

Farewel, Sir Knight, "tis almoft Ten,
I fear neither Wind nor Weather :

I'll fend my Father’s Serving-Men
to pull off your Boots of Leather.

She laugh’d out right, as well the might,
with merry conceits of Scorning,

And left him there to fit all Night,
untill the approaching Morning.

The fourth Part of the bafii'd Knight,
the Lady hath fairly acted,

She did his Love and Kindnefs flight,
which made him almoft diftracted.

She left him in her Father’s Park,

where nothing but Deer could hear him ;
While he lay rouling in the dark,

there’s never a Soul came near him ;

Until the Morning break of Day,
and being warm Summer-weather,

A Shepherd chanc'd to come that way,
who pull'd on his Boots of Leather.

Then mounting on his Milk-white Steed,
he fhaking his Ears was ready,

And whip and fpur he rid with fpeed
to find out this crafty Lady.

" If once this Lady I come nigh
the fhall be releas'd by no Man;
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Why fhou'd fo brave a Knight as I,
be fool'd by a filly Woman ?

Three times fhe has affronted me,

in Crimes which I cannot Pardon ;
But if I an’t reveng'd, faid he,

let me not be worth a Farthing.

I value not her Beauty fair,
tho’ once I did dote upon her ;
This trufty Sword fhall now repair °
My baffled, blafted Honour.

Unto her Father's Houfe he came,
which every fide was moated ;

The fair fweet youthful charming Dame,
his angry Brows fhe noted.

Thought fhe, I'll have the other bout,
and tumble him in the River,

And let the Devil help him out,
or there he fhall foak for ever.

He will not let me live at reft,
although I have often foil'd him ;
Therefore, once more I do proteft,
with flattering I'll beguile him ;
The Bridge was drawn, the Gates lock’d faft,
fo that he could no ways enter ;
She fmil’d to him, and cry’d at laft,
Sir Knight, if you pleafe to venture,

A Plank lies over the Moat hard by,
full Seventeen Foot in Meafure,
There’s no body now at home but I,
therefore we'll take our pleafure.
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This Word the had no fooner fpoke,
but ftraight he was tripping over ;

The Plank was faw’d, and fnapping broke ;
he prov'd an unhappy Lover.

The
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A SONG on Notking.

"LE fing ye a Song that ne’er was in Print,
"Tis truly and newly come out of the Mint,
e tell you before hand you'l find NozAing in't.

- On Nothing 1 think, on Nothing 1 write,
*Tis Nothing 1 court, yet Notking 1 flight,
Nor care I a Pin if I get Nothing by’t.

Fire, Air, Earth, and Water, Beafts, Birds, Fifh, and

(Men
Did ftart out of Notking, a Chaos, a Den ; ’
And a/l Things fhall turn into Nothing agen.

*Tis Nothing fometimes makes many things hit,
As when Fools among Wifemen filently fit,
A Fool that fays Nothing may pafs for a Wit,

Your Lad that makes Love to a delicate (fmooth
Thing,

And thinks to gain her with Sighs and Soothing,

Moft frequently makes much ado about Nothing.

At laft when his Patience and Purfe is decay’d,
He may to the Bed of a Whore be betray’d,
But fhe that has Notiing muft needs be a Maid.

Your flathing and clathing, and flathing of Wit,
Doth ftart out of Notking but Fancy and Fit,
"Tis little or Nothing, what e’er has been Writ.
When
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When firft by the Ears we together did fall,
Then Something got Nothing, and Nothing got all,
From Nothing 1t came, and to Nothing it fhall.

The Party that Seal'd to 2 Covenant in hatt,
Who made our three Kingdoms and Church lie waft,
Their Project and all came to Nothing at laft.

They raifed an Army of Horfe and of Foot
To tumble down Monarchy Branch and Root,
They Thunder'd and Plunder'd, yet Nothing vzguo:;.i

In feveral Factions we Fight and we Brawl,
Difpute and Contend, and to fighting we fall,
I'l lay all to Nothing that Nothing wins all

The Wifeft great Prince were he never fo ftout,
_ Though he Conquer the World and give Mankind a

(
Did bring Nothing in, and fhall bear Nothsxg out.
The nimble Tongu'd Zawyer that pleads for his pay,

When Death fhall arreft him and bear him away,
At the General Barr will have Notking to fay.

If any Man tax me for weaknefs of Wit, .
And fay that on Nothing, 1 Nothing have Writ,
I thall anfwer, Ex nikilo Nihil fit.

Yet let his difcretion be never fo tall,

This very Word Notking thall give it a fall,
For Writing of Notking, 1 comprehend aZ.

Let ev’ry Man give the Poet his due,

Caufe then "twas with him, as now 'tis with you,
He ftudy’d it when he had Notking to do.

This very Word Notking, if took the right way,

May be of advantage ; for what wou'd you fay,
If the Vintner thould cry there’s Notking to pay.

Times
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Time’s Alteration.

To the Tune of, 7’4 never be drunk again.

HEN this Old Cap was New,
’tis fince Two hundred Year,

No Malice then we knew,

but all Things plenty were :
All friendfhip now decays,

(believe me, this is true)
Which was not in thofe Days,

When this old Cap was new.

The Nobles of our Land
were much delighted then,

To have at their command

. a Crue of lufty Men,

Which by their Coats were known,
of Tawny, Red, or Blue,

With Crefts on their Sleeves fhown,
When this old Cap was new.

Now Pride hath banifh’d all,
unto our Land’s reproach, .
When he whofe Means is {mall,
maintains both Horfe and Coach :
Inftead of an Hundred Men,
the Coach allows but two ;
This was not thought on then,
When this old Cap was new.

Good Hofpitality
was cherifh’d then of many :

Now
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Now Poor Men Starve and Die,
and are not help’d by any:
For Charity waxeth cold,
and Love is found in few:
This was not in time of old,
When this old Cap was new.

Where ever you travel'd then,
you might meet on the way
Brave Knights and Gentlemen,
Clad in their Country Gray,
That courteous would appear,
and kindly welcome you :
No Puritans then were,
When this old Cap was new.

Our Ladies in thofe Days
in civil Habit went

Broad-Cloth was then worth Praife,
and gave the beft content :

. French Fafhions then were fcorn’d,
fond Fangles then none knew;

Then Modefty Women adorn’d,
When this old Cap was new.

A Man might then behold,
at Chrifimas; in each Hall,

Good Fires to curb the Cold,
and Meat for great and fmall :

The Neighbours were friendly bidden,
and all had welcome true,

The Poor from the Gates were not chidden,
When this old Cap was new.

Black Jacks to every Man
were fill'd with Wine and Beer,

No Pewter Pot nor Can
in thofe Days did appear :

Good Chear in a Noble-man's Houfe
was counted a feemly fhew, :

We
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We wanted no Brawn nor Soufe,
When this old Cap was new.

We took not fuch delight
in Cups of Silver fine,
None under the degree of a Knight,
in Plate drunk Beer or Wine :
Now each Mechanical Man
hath a Cup-board of Plate, for a thew,
Which was a rare thing then,
When this old Cap was new.

Then Bribery was unbqrn,
no Simony Men did ufe,
Chriftians did Ufury fcorn,
devis'd among the Fews.
The Lawyers to be Fee'd,
at that time hardly knew,
For Man with Man agreed,
When this old Cap was new.

No Captain then carous'd,
nor fpent poor Soldier’s Pay,
They were not fo abus'd,
as they are at this Day :
Of Seven Days they make Eight,
to keep from them their due ;
Poor Soldiers had their right,
When this old Cap was new.

Which made them forward ftill
to go, although not preft :
And going with good will,
their Fortunes were the beft.
Our Englifk then in fight
did Foreign Foes fubdue,
And forc’d them all to flight,
When this old Cap was new.

M God
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God, fave our gracious King,
and fend him long to live,
Lord, mifchief on them bri
that will not their Alms give,
But feek to rob the Poor
of that which is their due:
This was not in time of yore,
When this old Cap was new.

The



The Old SOLDIERS.

F old Soldiers, the Song you would hear,
And we old Fidlers, have forgot who they
. (were ;
But all we remember, fhall come to your Ear, ’
That we are old Soldiers of the Queen's,
And the Queer's old Soldiers.

With the O/d Drake, that was the next Man,

To O/d Francifeus, who firft it began

To fail through the Streights of Magellan,
Lske an old Soldier, &c.

That put the proud Spani/h Armado to wrack,

And travell'd all o’er the old World and came back,

In his old Ship, laden with Gold and old Sack ;
Like, &c.

With an OZ Candi/k, that feconded him,

And taught his old Sails the fame pafiage to Swim,

And did them therefore, with Cloath of Gold Trim ;
Like, &c.

Like an old Raleigh, that twice and again,

Sail'd over moft part of the Seas and then,

Travell'd all o’er the old World with his Pen,
Like, &c.

With an old FoAn Norris, the General,
That old Gaunt, made his Fame Immortal,
In fpight of his Foes, with no lofs at all,

Like, &c.
K Like
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Like old Bref Fort, an Invincible thing,
When the old Quern fent him, to help the Fre_ndi

(King,
Took from the proud Fox, to the World’s wond'ring,
Lske, &c.

Where an old ftout Fryar, as goes the Story,

Came to puth of Pike with him in vain Glory,

But he was almoft fent to his own Purgatory ;
By this old Soldier, &c.

With an old Nad Norris, that kept Ofend,

A terror to Foe, and a refuge to Friend,

And left it impregnable to his laft End ;
Like, &c.

That in the old unfortunate Voyage of all,
March’'d o'er the old Bridge, and knock'd at the

(Wall,
Of Lisbone the Miftrefs of Portugal ;
Liske, &c.

With an old 7#m Norris, by the old Queen fent,
Of Munfler in Ireland, Lord Prefident, .
Where his Days and his Blood, in her Service he

(fpent;
Like an old Soldier, &c.

With an old Harry Norris in Battle wounded

In his Knee, whofe Leg was cut off, and he faid,

You have fpoil'd my Dancing, and dy’d in his Bed ;
Like, &c. .

With an old Wil Norris, the oldeft of all,

Who went Voluntary, without any Call,

To th’ old /7i/& Wars, to’s Fame Immortal ;
Lske, &c.

With
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With an old Dick Wenman, the firft in his Prime,

That over the Walls of old Ca/s did Climb,

And there was Knighted, and liv’d all his Time ;
Like, &c. .

Like an old Nando Wenman, when Brefl was o'er-
(thrown,
Into the Air, into the Seas, with Gunpowder blown,
Yet bravely recovering, long aﬁer was known ;
For an Old, &c.

With an old Zom Wenman, whofe braveft delight,
Was in a good Caufe, for his Country to Fight,
And dy’d in Jreland, a good old Knight ;

And an 0ld, &c.

With a young Ned Wenman, fo Valiant and Bold,
In the Wars of Bokemia, as with Old,
Deferves for his Valour to be Em'oll'd

An Old, &c.

And thus of old Soldiers, ye hear the Fame
But ne’er fo many of one Houfe and Name,
And all of old Fokn Lord Vifcount of Thame ;
Apn old Soldier of the Queer's,
And the Queen's old Soldier.

K 2 The
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The Hunter's SONG.

ONG e're the Mom,
Expe&s the Return
Of Apollo from th’ Ocean Queen;

Before the Creak

Of the Crow, and the Break
Of the Day in the welkin feen,

Mounted he'd hallow,

And chearfully follow
To the Chace with his Bugle clear.

Eccho doth he make,

And the Mountains thake,
With the Thunder of his Career.

Now bonny Bay

In his foine waxeth Gray,
Dapple-grey waxeth Bay in his Blood ;

White Lilly ftops,

With the fcent in her chaps,
And Black-Lady makes it good :

Poor filly Wat

In this wretched State,
Forgets thefe Delights for to hear:

Nimbly fhe bounds

From the cry of the Hounds
And the Mufick of their Career.

Hills with the heat

Of the Gallopers fweat,
Reviving their Frozen Tops,

The Dale’s Purple Flowers,

That drop from the Showers,
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That down from the Rowels drops.
Swains their
And Strangers their hafte
Neglect, when the Horns they do hear;
To fee a fleet
Pack of Hounds in a Sheet,
And the Hunter in his Career.

Thus he Careers
Over Heaths over Meers,
Over Deeps, over Downs, over Clay ;
Till he hath won
The Noon from the Morn,
And the Evening from the Day.
His fport then he ends,
And joyfully wends
Home again to his Cottage, where
Frankly he Feafts
Himfelf and his Guefts,
And Caroufes in his Career.
R

K 3 The
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I The Hunting of the GODS.

ONGS of Sonnets and ruftical Roundelays,
Forms of Fancies are whiftl’d on Reeds,
Songs to folace young Nymphs upon Holidays,
Are too unworthy for wonderful Deeds ;
Pharbus Ingenious, :
With Witty Sienus,
His haughty Genius taught to declare ;
In Words better coin’d,
And Verfe better ]om’d,
How Stars divined the Hunting the Hare.

Stars enamour’d with Paftimes Olympical,
Stars and Planets yet beautiful thone,
Would no longer endure that Mortal Men only
Should Swim in Pleafures, while they but look on.
Round about horned
Lucina they Swarmed,
And her informed, how minded they were,
Each God and Goddefs,
To take humane Bodies,
As Lords and Ladies, to follow the Hare.

Chafte Diana Applauded the Motion,
And Pale Proferpina fate in her place,
Which guides the Welkin and governs the Ocean,
While the conducted her Nephews in chafe ;
Till by her Example,
Their Father to trample,
The Earth Old and Ample, leave they the Air;
Neptune the Water,
And Wine Liber Pater,

AndMars the Slaughter, to follow the Hare.
. Young
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Young God Cupid Mounted on Pegafus,
Beloved of Nymphs, with Kiffes and Praife,
Strong -Alkides upon cloudy Caucafus,
Mounted a Centaur, .which proudly him bare ;
Poftillion of the Sky,
Swift footed Mercury,
Makes his courfe fly, fleet as the Air,
Yellow Apollo,
The Kennel doth follow,
With whip and hallow after the Hare.

Young Amintas thought the Gods came to breath.
After their Battel, themfelves on the Ground,
Thirfis did think the Gods came here to dw(ell bﬁ
neath,
And that hereafter the World would go round.
Corydon aged,
With Phillis engaged,
Was much enraged with Jealous Defpair ;
But Fury was faded,
And he was perfwaded,
When he found they applauded the Hunting the
(Hare.

Cunning Melampus, and Fortunate Lazlaps,
Fowler, and TZiger, and Harper, the Skies
Rend with Roaring while Hunter-like Hercules,

Winds his plentiful Horn to their Cries.
Till with Varieties,
To Solace their Deities,
Their weary Pieties refrefhed were ;
We Shepherds were feated,
Whilft we repeated,
How we conceited the Hunting the Hare.

Stars but Shadows were, Joys were but Sorrows,
They without motion, thefe wanting delight;
Joys are Jovial, Delights are the Marrows
Of Life and Motion, the Axel of Might.
K 4 Pleafure



[ 200 ]
Pleafure depends,
Upon no other Friends,
But ftill freely lends to each Virtue a fhare ;
Alone is Pleafure,
The meafure of Treafure;
Of Pleafure, the Treafure is Hunting the Hare.

Drowned Narafus from his Metamorphafis,
Rowzed by EaAo new Manhood did take:
And Snoring Somsus up flarted from Cimmery,
The which this Thoufand Year was not awake,
To fee club-footed
Old Mulcther Booted,
And Pan promoted on Corydon's Mare ;
Proud Pallus pouted,
And Aolus thouted,
And Momus flouted, yet followed the Haye.

Hymen Uthers the Lady Afirea,
The Jeft takes hold of Minerva the Old,
Ceres the Brown, with bright Cythkerea,
With 7A«ss the Wanton, Bellona the Bold,
Shamefac’d Awurora,
With witty Pandora.
And Maia with Flore did company bear:
But Fumo was .Stated,
Too high to be Mated,
Although fhe hated not hunting the Hare.

Three broad Bowls to th’ Olympical Re€tor,
The Z¥oy-born Boy prefents on his Knee.
Fove to Phebus caroufes in Nelar,
And Phabus to Hermas, and Hemm to me;
Wherewith Infufed,
I Piped and Mufed,
In Language unufed, their fports to declare,
Till the Houfe of Fowe;
Like the Sphears round do move,
Health to all thofe that love, the Hunting of the HFa'?-
air
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Far MAUDLIN: Or the
Merchant’s Daughter of Bri/ol.

To the Tune of, 7k Maiden's Foy.

Tho' I do not profefs my felf an Admirer of
the following Song; yet confidering its title
to Antigusty,it mayjuftlyclaima placeksre;
and feveral of my Readers have earneftly
dejired to have it inferted. Thereis one

agein it whick petly Criticks have very

carp'd at, and that is the Time
Maudlm s Lover lay under Condemnation;
but tf they kad confider’d that ke was in ons
of thelnqusfitionPrifons,where People fome-
times lay feveral Years, they would have
Jound therr Cavil very myg/l ITmuft own,
Lcannot fo eafily anfwer another Objeition,
and that is the Mercy fhewn @/tke}’ua'gesto
the Three Prifoners, thofe very Pious Mes
never having fince the firfe foundation of
that Court given another inflance of st.

EHOLD the Touchftone of true Love,
Maudlin the Merchant's Daughter of Briflo/
. (Town,
» Whofe firm Affection nothing could move,
her favour bears the lovely brown.

Ks A
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A gallant Youth was dwelling by,

which long had born this Maiden great good Will
She loved him moft faithfully :

but all her Friends withftood it ftill

The young Man now perceiving well,

he could not get the favour of her Friends,
The force of Sorrow to expel,

and view ftrange Countries he intends:

And now to take his laft farewel

of his true Love, his fair and conftant Maudin,
With Mufick fweet that did excel,

he plaid under her Window then:

Farewel (quoth he) mine own true Love,

farewel the dear and chiefeft treafure of my Heart,
Thro’ Fortune’s fpight, that falfe did prove,

I am inforc'd from thee to part,

Into the Land of fair Maly:

there will I wail and weary out my Life in woe,
Seeing my true Love is kept from me,

I hold my Life a mortal Foe:

Fair Briflol Town therefore adieu,

for Padua fhall be my Habitation now,
Although my Love doth reft in you,

to whom alone my Heart I vow.

With trickling Tears thus did he Sing,

fighs and fobs defcending from his Heart full fore,
He faid, when he his Hands did wring,

Farewel, fweet Love, for evermore.

Fair Maudlin from a Window high,

fee her true Love with Mufick where he ftood,
But not a word fhe did reply,

fearing her Parents angry mood.

In
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In Tears fhe fpent that woeful Night,

withing herfelf, tho’ naked, with her faithful Friend,
She blames her Friends, and Fortune’s fpight,

that wrought her Love fuch lucklefs end ;

And in her Heart the made a Vow,

to forfake her Country and Kindred all,
And for to follow her true Love,

to abide all chance that might befal.

The Night is gone, and the Day is come,
and in the Morning very early did fhe rife,
She gets down into a lower Room,
where fundry Seamen fhe efpies :

A gallant Mafter among them all,

the Mafter of a great and goodly Ship was he,
Who there was waiting in the Hall,

to fpeak with her Father, if it might be.

She kindly takes him by the Hand,

Good Sir, faid the, Would you fp&k with any here ?
Quoth he, Fair Maid, and therefore I do ftand.

Then, gentle Sir, I pray draw near :

Into a pleafant Parlour by,

Hand in Hand fhe brings the Seaman all alone,
Sighing to him moft pitioufly,

the thus to him did make her moan:

She falls upon her bended Knee,

Good Sir, (faid fhe) pitty a Woman’s woe,
And prove a faithful Friend to me,

that I to you my Grief may thow.

Sith you repofe your truft (he faid)
in me unknown, and eke a Stranger here,
Be you affur'd, moft beautious Maid,
. moft faithful till I will appear.

I have
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I have a Brother (then quoth fhe)

whom as my Life I love, and favour tendetly,
In Padua, alas! is he,

full Sick, God wot, and like to die;

Full fain I would my Brother fee,

but that my Father will not yield to let me go,
Therefore, good Sir, be kind to me,

and unto me this favour thow :

Some Ship-boy’s Garment bring to me,
that I difguis'd may go unknown,
And unto Sea I'll go with thee
if this much favour might be fhown.

Fair Maid (quoth he) take here my Hand,
I will fulfil each thing that you defire,
And fee you fafe in that fame Land,
and in the Place that you require.

She gave to him a tender Kifs,
and faid, Your Servant, Mafter, I will be,
And prove your faithful Friend for this:
fweet Mafter, then forget not me.

This done, as they had both agreed
foon after that, by break of Day,

He brings her Garments then with fpeed,
therein herfelf the did array:

And e’re her Father did arife,

the meets her Mafter as he walked in the Hall,
She did attend on him likewife,

until her Father did him call.

But here the Merchant made an end

of thofe his weighty Matters all that Day,
His Wife came weeping in with f]

faying, Our Daughter’s gone a.wa,y
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The Merchant then amaz'd in Mind,
Yonder vile wretch intic’'d my Child away :
But I well wot I fhall him find,
in Jtaly at Podua.

With that befpake the Mafter brave,
Worfhipful Merchant, thither goes this Youth,
And any thing that you would crave,
he will perform, and write the Truth.

Sweet Youth (quoth he) if it be fo,

bear me a Letter to the Engli/k there,
And Gold on thee I will beftow,

my Daughter'’s welfare I do fear.

Her Mother took her by the Hand,

Fair Youth, if e’re thou doft my Daughter fee,
Let me foon thereof underftand,

and there is Twenty Crowns for thee.

Thus through the Daughter’s ftrange difguife,
her Mother knew not when fhe fpake unto her

(Child,
Then after her Mafter, ftraight the hies,
taking her leave with Countenance Mild:

Thus to the Sea fweet Maudlin is gone,
with her gentle Mafter, God fend fair Wind :
Where we a while muft leave them all alone,
till you the Second Part do find.

ELCOME, {weet Maudlin, from the Sea,
where bitter Storms and Tempeft do arife,
The pleafant Banks of Jtaly,
you may behold with Mortal Eyes:

Thanks, gentle Mafter (then faid fhe)
a faithful Friend in Sorrow thou haft been ;

If
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If Fortune once do fmile on me
my gratitude fhall foon be feen.

Bleft be the Land that feeds my Love,
bleft be the Place wherein he doth abide,
No tryal will I flick to prove,
whereby my true love may be try’d:

Now will I walk with joyful Heart,

to view the Town wherein he doth remain,
And feek him out in every Part,

until his fight I do obtain.

And I (quoth he) will not forfake

fweet Maud/in in her Sorrows up and down,
In Wealth or Woe thy part I'll take,

and bring thee fafe to Padua Town :

And after many weary fteps,

in Padua they arrived at the laft,
For very Joy her Heart it leaps,

the thinks not on her Sorrows paft.

Condemn’'d he was to die, alas!

except he would from his Religion turn,
But rather than he would to Mafs,

in fiery Flames he vow'd to burn.

Now doth fweet Maudlin weep and wail,

her Joy is turn’d to Sorrow, Grief and Care,
For nothing could her plaints prevail,

for Death alone muft be his fhare :

She walks under the Prifon Walls

where her true Love did languith in diftrefs,
Then woefully for Food he calls,

when Hunger did his Heart opprefs :

He
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He fighs and fobs, and makes great moan,
Farewel, Sweet-heart, he cry'd for evermore,
And all my Friends that have me known,
in Brifflo/ Town with Wealth and Store.

But moft of all, farewel (quoth he)

my own fweet Maud/in, whom I left behind,
For never more thou wilt me fee,

Woe to thy Father moft unkind :

How well I were if thou wert here,

with thy fair Hands to clofe my wretched Eyes,
My Torments eafy would appear,

my Soul with Joy would fcale the Skies.

When Maudlin heard her Lover’s Moan,

her Eyes with Tears, her Heart foon filled was,
To fpeak with him no means was found,

fuch grievous doom did on him pafs.

Then fhe put off her Lad’s attire,
her Maiden-weeds upon her feemly fet,
At the Judge’s Houfe fhe did inquire,
and there fhe did a Service get :

She did her Duty there fo well,

and eke fo well herfelf the d1d behave,
With her in Love her Mafter fell,

his Servant's favour he doth crave :

Maudlin (quoth he) my Heart’s delight,
to whom my Soul is fo inclin’d,

-Breed not my Death through thy defpight,
a faithful Friend thou fhalt me find.

Grant me thy Love, fair Maid quoth he,
and then defire what thou can’ft devife,
And I will grant it unto thee,
wheteb)l"i thy credit may arife.
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1 have a Brother, Sir, fhe faid,
for his Religion is condemn’d to dye,
In loathfome Prifon he is laid,
opprefs'd with Grief and Mifery :

Grant me my Brother’s Life, fhe faid,

and mow to you my Love and Liking will I give.

That may not be, quoth he, fair Maid,
except he turn he cannot live :

An Englifh Fryer there is, the faid,

of Learning great, and paffing pure of Life,
Let him to my Brother be fent,

and he will finith foon the Strife.

Her Mafter granted her requett,

the Mariner in Fryers Weeds fhe did array :
And to her Love that lay diftreft,

the did a Letter foon convey :

When he had read thefe gentle Lines,

his Heart was ravithed with pleafant Joy,
Where now fhe is full well he knew,

the Fryer likewife was not Coy :

But did declare to him at large,

the Enterprize his Love had taken in hand :
The young Man did the Fryer charge,

his Love fhould ftraight depart the Land.

Here is no place for her, he faid,

but woeful Death and Danger of her Life,
Profefling Truth I was betray'd,

and fearful Flames muft end the ftrife.

For e're I will my Faith deny,

and fwear my felf to follow damned A * * *
I'll yield my Body for to dye,

to live in Heaven with the Higheft.

0,
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O, Sir, the gentle Fryer faid,
confent thereto, and end the ftrife.
A woeful match, quoth he, is made
were Chrift is left to gain a Wife.

When fhe had us'd all means fhe might,
to fave his Life, yet all would not be,

Then of the Judge fhe claim’d her right,
to Dye the Death as well as he.

When no perfwafion could prevail,

nor change her Mind in any thing fhe faid,
She was with him condemn’d to dye,

and for them both one Fire was made :

Yea, Arm in Arm moft joyfully,

thefe Lovers twain unto the Fire did go,
The Mariner moft faithfully,

was likewife partner of their woe.

But when the Judges underflood,

the faithful Friendfhip did in them remain,
They fav'd their Lives, and afterwards

to England fent them back again.

Now was their Sorrow turn'd to Joy,

and faithful Lovers have their Hearts defire,
Their pains fo well they did imploy,

God granted that they did defire.

And when they did to Zngland come,
and in merry Briflo/ arrived at the laft

Great Joy there was toall and fome,
That heard the Dangers they had patft :

Her Father he was dead, God wot,
and her old Mother was joyful at her fight,
Their withes the denied not,

but wedded them to Hearts delight : -
er
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Her gentle Mafter he defired,

to be her Father, and at Church to give her then.

It was fulfilled as the required,
to the Joy of all good Men.

The




The dying Lovers laft farewel: Or
the Tragical downfal of Marcellus
and Arminda.

To the Tune of, Stone Walls cannot a Prifon make.

1 have inferted the Three following Songs for
the Sake of thofe amongf} my Readers, w
profefsthemfelves Lovers,that theymaylearn
2o be Fasthful, and to dread the Curfes that
attend inconflancy and broken Vows.

NE Night when all the Village flept
Marcellus fought Defpair,

The wand'ring Shepherd waking kept
to tell the Woods his Care :

Be gone, faid he, fond Thoughts be gone,
Eyes give your Sorrows o'er ;

Why fhould you wafte your Tears for one
that thinks on you no more %

Yet
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Yet all the Birds, the Flocks, and Powers
that dwell within the Grove,

Can tell how many tender Hours
we here have paft in Love :

Ye Stars above, my cruel Foes,
can tell how fhe has fworn

A Thoufand Times, that like to thofe,
her Flames thould ever burn.

I thought the Rocks could fooner move
than fhe her Faith betray,

I was tranfported fo with Love,
my Senfes fled away :

When Hand in Hand we us'd to walk,
no Joy was like to this,

She told me, that I had her Heart,
and feal'd it with a Kifs.

But faithlefs fhe will ever be,
I to my Sorrow find ; -

Or elfe, perhaps, prove fo to me,
and to fome other kind.

Bur fure the God of Love will thower
down Vengeance in the End,

And punifh, by his mighty Power
thofe that his Laws offend.

How happy fhould I count my felf
for to receive one Smile

From her that flole my Heart away,
and did me fo beguile ;

My drooping Spirits would revive,
and I fhould be at Eafe,

And promife to my felf good Days
my Fancy for to pleafe.

But
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But fince fhe’s gone, O let me have
my Wifh, and quickly die,

In this cold Bank I'll make my Grave,
and there forgotten lie;

Sad Nightingales the watch fhall keep,
and kindly there complain.

Then down the Shepherd lay to fleep
And never 'wak’d again.

Arminda coming thro’ the Grove
to eafe him of his Grief,

And finding that her wronged Love
was dead, paft all Relief;

Unto the Gods fhe did complain,
with Senfes all amaz'd,

And fobbed out thefe Words in vain,
as on his Grave fhe gaz'd :

Oh ! why ye only Powers above
would you fo cruel be,

For to deprive me of my Love
e’er I his Face could fee ?

Unhappy I whofe deep Difdain
makes me thus fadly crofs'd,

For when I thought to love again
I found that I was loft.

O let me ftrive with all my Art
thy Breath for to reprieve,
That thou may’ft know my Love-fick Heart
doth for my Shepherd grieve :
With open Eyes behold my Woe,
that am with Sorrow flain,
Since that I prov'd thy deadly Foe
to kill thee with Difdain.

But
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But Oh ! alas, I know grim Death
he will not bribed be,

For to reftore his lateft Breath
to fee my Mifery :

No Sorrow e’er was like to mine,
come help me now to mourn,

That I in Tears of watry Brine
may to a Deluge turn.

You Birds that warble in the Woods,
and Beafts fo fierce and fell,
Bear witnefs of my dying Words,
And weep my funeral Knell :
Since he is to Elizium gone,
who was to me fo kind,
No longer I can live alone,
nor ftay one Hour behind.

I come, dear Love, I come, fhe cry'd,
make thy Arminda Room,

Since that for Love Marcellus dy'd,
unto the Shades I come :

Then fetching of a dying Groan,
her tender Heart it.broke,

And falling on her Lover's Grave
the never after fpoke.

The
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XXXIX. The Lovers Tragedy: Or;

the wronged Lady’s Lamentation and
untimely Death.

To the Tune of, No more oruel Nymph.

He courted fair Su/an of Somerfetfhire,
beautiful'ft Creature that ever was feen,
A Lady by birth, though her Fortune was mean :
What pafifed between them I'll tell you in brief,
Who hear it may figh with a Heart full of Grief

§ I R William a Knight of Six thoufand a Year,
e

To her he pretended the greateft of Love,

And held her in hand for three Months and above,
Inviting her often to feaft at his Hall,

At length he to wanton Embraces would fall,
Which when fthe perceiv'd, the fighing would fay,
Don’t ruin an innocent Lady, I pray.

O talk not of Ruin, thou Joy of my Heart,

So long as we live, Love, we never will part,

So fure as I give thee this amorous Kifs ;

Then let me arrive to the Rapture of Blifs,

If ever I'm falfe or difloyal to thee,

May God’s Divine Vengeance then fall upon me.

The innocent Lady then ftruck with furprize,

Befought him with forrowful Tears in her Eyes,

That he would not tempt her to any fuch thing,

The which without queftion her Ruin would bring ;

Yet flill with new Arguments her he affail’d,

Tho’ long fhe refifted, at length he prevail'd. -
e
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He having obtained his earneft Requeft,
She proved with Child ; then with Sorrows oppreft,
He left her whom once he did feem to adore,
And all his rath Vows he regarded no more ;
No Creature fo falfe and deceitful as he
That fwears to be true, and yet perjur'd will be.

The innocent Lady with Sorrows oppreft,

With Tears in her Eyes, and with fobs from her Breaft.
She cry’d there’s no Sorrow, no Sorrow like mine,

O why had Sir Waliam fo bafe a Defign !

Before I confented, O that I had dy’d!

I'm ruin’d, I'm ruin'd, I'm ruin’d, the cry’d.

Againft you, Sir William, I needs muft exclaim,
You courted for Love,and have cloath’d mewith fhame,
A Sorrow which I am unable to bear,

My Honour is gone, I will die in defpair,

And haunt you by Night with my wand’ring Ghott,
That you may not have any reafon to boaft

You fhall have no Pleafure, but conftantly find,
The Cries of your Confcience, the Trouble of Mind,
Both fleeping and waking, where-ever you go,
For feeking my Ruin and fad Overthrow,

And breaking the Vows that you folemnly made
Before you my innocent Virtues betray’d.

: Retird from Friends, her clofe Chamber fhe kept,
Where for her Misfortune the bitterly wept,

And finding her Folly fhe no ways could hide,
With Grief the mifcarry'd, in Sorrow the dy'd,
Whofe wand’ring Ghoft then did often affright
Her falfe-hearted Lover, and treacherous Knight.

Sometimes to his Chamber at Midnight fhe came,

The Room being fill'd with a fiery Flame,

Her trembling Ghoft near the Curtains would ftand,

With either a Dagger or Sword in her Hand,

As if the would ftab her falfe Knight where he lay,

And then with a Shriek fhe would vanith a.wa.y.B‘l
t
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But once above all a ftrange Groaning he heard,
And ftrait with a Child in her Arms the appeard,
Which then on his Bed fhe lay clofe on his fide,
It frighted him fo, that he ficken'd and dy’d
Within a Week after the fame he beheld ;
To all that he told it, with Wonder were fill’'d.

Now as in a frightful Condition he lay,

To all his dear Friends he was pleafed to fay,

I wronged a Lady, I needs muft confefs,

And brought her to Sorrow, to Shame and Diftrefs.
And now fince the Glafs of my Life is near run,
I'm going to anfwer for what I have done.

I was falfe to my Love, and my Oath I have broke,
And Death he ftands ready with one fatal ftroke,
To fend me away, but I cannot tell where ;

I have done amifs, and muft die in Defpair :

Let me be a Warning to all that fhall hear

Of my Death, for being fo falfe to my Dear.

8-



Wrilliam and Margaret.

H E N all was wrapt in dark Midnight,
And all were faft a-fleep,
In glided Marg’ret's grimly Ghott,
And ftood at William's Feet.

Her Face was like the 4gri/ Morn,
Clad in a wintry Cloud,

And Clay cold was her Lilly Hand,
That held her Sable Shrowd.

So fhall the faireft Face appear,
When Youth and Years are flown ;
Such is the Robe that Kings muft wear,
When Death has reft their Crown.

Her Bloom was like the {pringing Flow'r,
That fips the Silver Dew, ;

The Rofe was budded in her Cheek,
And opening to the View.

But Love had like the Canker Worm,
Confum’d her early Prime:

The Rofe grew pale and left her Cheek ;
She dy’d before her Time.

Awake fhe cry’d, thy true Love calls,
Come from her Mid-night Grave ;

Now let thy Pity hear the Maid,
Thy Love refus'd to fave.



[ 219 ]

This is the mirk and fearful Hour,
When injurd Ghofts complain ;

Now dreary Graves give up their Dead,
To haunt the faithlefs Swain.

Bethink thee William of thy Fault,
Thy Pledge, and broken Oath,

And give me back my Maiden Vow,
And give me back my Troth.

How could you fay my Face was fair,
And yet that Face forfake ¥

Hou could you win my Virgin Heart,
Yet leave that Heart to break ?

How could you promife Love to me,
And not that Promife keep

Why did you Swear mine Eyes were bright,
Yet leave thofe Eyes to weep ?

How could you fay my Lip was fweet,
And made the Scarlet pale $

And why did I, young witlefs Maid,
Believe the flattering Tale ¢

That Face alas! no more is fair ;
Thefe Lips no longer red,

Dark are mine Eyes now clos'd in Death,
And ev’ry Charm is fled.

The hungry Worm my Sifter is ;
This Winding-Sheet I wear,

And cold and weary lafts our Night,
Till that lat Morn appear.

But hark ! the Cock has warn’d me hence :
A long and laft ADIEU |
' Come fee, falfe Man, how low fhe lies,
That dy’d for Love of you.

L2 Now
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Now Birds did fing and Morning {mile,
And fhew her gliftering Head

Pale William thook in ev'ry Limb
Then raving left his Bed.

He hy’dhim to the fatal Place,
Where Margaret's Body lay,

And ftretch’d him on the green Grafs Turf,
That wrapt her Breathlefs Clay.

And thrice he call'd on Margare’s name,
And thrice he wept full fore

Then laid his Cheek to the cold Earth,
And Word fpake never more.

The
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The Faltor's GARLAND.

Tune of, Tke Wand'ring Lady.

Ehold here’s a ditty, "tis true and no jeft,
Concerning a young Gentleman in the Eaft,
Who by his great gaming came to poverty,
And afterwards went many Voyages to Sea.

Being well educated and one of great Wit,

Three Merchants of London they all thought it fit,
To make him their Captain and Fator alfo,

And for them to Zurkey a Voyage he did go.

And walking a long in the Streets there he found,
A poor Man’s dead Carcafs lying on the ground.
He asked the reafon what made him there lye;
Then one of the Natives made him this reply,

That Man was a Chriftian, Sir, when he drew Breath,
The Duties not being paid he lies above Earth.
Why, What is your Duty the Factor he cry’d?

It is Fifty pound Sir, the ZurZ he replyd.

That is a great Sum, faid the Factor, indeed ;

To fee him lye here makes my Heart for to bleed :
So then by this Factor the Money was paid,

And then under Earth his dead Carcafs was laid.

When having gone farther he chanc’d to efpy
A beautiful Creature juft going to die,
A young Waiting-Maiden who firangled muft be,
For nothing but firiking a Zwrki/k Lady.
L3 To
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To think of her dying with dread the was fill'd ;
And Rivers of Tears then like Water diftill'd,
Like a Stream or Fountain from her Eyes flow’d down
Her red Rofy Cheeks, and from thence to the Ground.

Hearing what the Crime was, he to end the Strife,
Said, What mutt I give for this young Creature’s Life
The anfwer returned was a Hundred pound,

The which for her Pardon he freely laid down.

He faid come fair Creature, thy weeping refrain,
And be of good comfort thou fhalt not be flain;
Behold I have purchas'd thy Pardon, Wilt thee
Be willing to go into England with me }

She cry’d Sir, I thank you who freed me from Death,
I am bound to pray for you as long as I've Breath,
And if you are willing to England Il go,

And due refpe€ts to you until Death I will fhow.

He brought her to Zondon where, as it is faid,
He fet up Houfe-keeping, and fhe was his Maid,
For to wait upon him; and finding her juft,
With the Keys of his Riches he did her intruft.

At length this young Factor was hired once more
To crofs the proud Waves and Billows which roar,
And into that Country his courfe was to fteer,
Which by his Maid’s Father was govern'd we hear.

Being a hot Country this Man did prepare,
To get fine light Robes for that Country-wear.
He bought a Silk-Waft-coat which, as it is told,
His Servant flourithed with Silver and Gold.

She faid unto him, Mafter, I do underftand,

You are going Factor unto fuch a Land,

And if you that Prince’s Court do enter in,

Be fure that you let this flourifh’d Garment be feeni‘I
e
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He faid unto that Prince’s Court I muft go,
The meaning of thy Words I long to know.
Sir, I'll not tell you, there’s fome reafon you’ll ind
With that he reply’d, I will fulfill thy Mind.

Then away he failed and came to the Port,
The Factor he went to the Emperor’s Court ;
For it was the ufual cuftom of that Place,

For to prefent fome noble Thing to his Grace.

His Gift was accepted, and as he ftood by,

On this flower'd Garment the Prince caft an Eye,
Which caufed him to colour, and thus he did fay,
Friend, who flowerd that Robe, tell me now I pray.

If pleafe your Grace my laft Voyage was to Zwurkey,
Where I faw a Creature that ftrangled mutt be,

And to fave her Life, I gave an Hundred pound,
And carry’d her home with me to fair Zondon Town.

There fhe is my Houfe-keeper while I'm in this Land,
And when of my coming fhe did underftand,

She flower'd this Robe, and gave charge unto me,
To let it be feen by your great Majefty.

The Prince cry’d behold Friend, this Robe that I wear
Is of the fame Flower and Spot I dare fwear,

Thy Maid wrought them both, and ’tis my darling
I have not heard of her till now this three Year ; (dear

To pay a vifit to fome young neighbouring Prince,
I fent her into a Ship, and ne’er fee her fince,
And I was afraid the Sea had proved her Grave,
But I hear to Zkrkey the was taken a Slave.

For lofs of my Child who I thought had been dead,
A Well full of Tears in my Court has been fhed ;

My Princefs her Mother for her could not reft,

And her groans drew Millions of fighs from my Breaft.

16 L 4 Thy
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Thy Ship fhall be richly laden with fpeed,
And I'll fend a Ship for thy Convoy indeed,
And becaufe thou faveft my Child’s Life,
Bring her alive home, I'll make her thy Wife.

And if you thould not live to bring her to me,
That Man that brings her home his Bride fhe fhall be,
And a Hundred thoufand a Year he fhall have,
Therefore take care my dear Child’s Life to fave.

The Ship being laden their Anchor was weighing,
And he and his Convoy came over the Main,

To fair London City and home he did go

And gave this young Pripcefs thefe tydmgs to know.

He faid noble Lady I have good news to tell,
The old Prince your Father and Mother are well,
And your noble Parents this thing have deﬁgn'd,
In the Bands of Wedlock we both fhall be join'd.

Perhaps noble Lady you will not be free,

To marry a poor Man efpecially me.

Sir, were you a Beggar, I would be your Wife,
Becaufe when juft dying you faved my Life.

I ne'er fhall forget that great token of Love,
Of all Men now breathing I prize you above,
And fince it i8 fo order’d I am pleafed I vow,
And glad my Father this thing doth allow.

Pray fell off your Goods that you have now in flore,
And give all the Money to thofe that are poor,
And let us be jogging with fpeed o'er the Mam,
For I long to fee my Parents again.

This thing was foon done and fhe failed away,
In that Ship her Father fent for his Convoy.
But mark what was acted on the Ocean wide,
To deprive this Factor of his Royal Bride.
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That Captain that convoy'd him over the deep,

One Night as the Faétor, was laid in his fleep,
Being under fail Over-board did him throw,

Saying now I fhall have this young Creature I know.

There happen’d to be a fmall Ifland at hand,

To which this Factor fwam as I underftand,

And there I will leave him fome time for to mourn,
And unto his Shlp now again I will turn.

Next morning as foon as Day hght did peep,
He waked this young Princefs out of her Sleep,
- And faid noble Lady' the Faor’s not here,
- He's fallen over-board and drown'd I fear.

To hear this fad News then her Eyes they did flow,
He faid noble Lady now fince it is fo,

There’s none here can help it, don’t troubled be :
In two.or three Days you your Parents fhall fee.

And when that the came to the defired Port,

This Princefs went weeping to her Father’s Court,
Who gladly receiv’d her with Joy and great Mirth ;
Saying, Where is the Man that freed thee from Deathi

The Captain reply’d as we lay faft afleep,

He fell over-board, and was drown’d in the deep
Your Grace faid thax Man that home did her bnng,
Shou’d have her, and I hope you'll perform the thing.

Yes, that was my promife the Prince he reply’d,

What fay'ft thou my Daughter wilt thou be his Bride?
She faid, yes, dear Father ; but firft if you pleafe,

For him that fav'd my Life I'll mourn Forty Days.

Then into clofe mourning this Lady fhe went,
For lofs of this good Friend in Tears to lament ;
And there I will leave her to mourn for a while,
And turn to the. Factor who is left on the Ifle.

Ls In
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In this defart Ifland the Factor he lay,

In flood of Tears weeping a Night and a Day,
At length on the Ocean appear'd to his view,
A little Old Man padling in a Cannoe.

The Factor call'd to him, which caus'd him to ftay,
And drawing near to him the Old Man did fay,
Friend, how cam’ft thou here ? Then with Eyes t;lx.rz't1 did
ow,
He told him his Secrets, and where he wou'd go. '

The Old Man faid to him if here thou doft lye,

With Grief and great Sorrow in fhort time thou :ﬂt
ye,

What wilt thou give, and to Court I'll be thy guide !

I have nothing to give you this Fator reply’d.

If thou wilt but promife and be true to me,

To give me the firft Babe that’s born unto thee.

When Thirty Months old, to that Court I'll thee
_ ) (bring,

I'll not releafe you without that very thing.

The Factor confiderd that thing wou'd caufe grief,

And without it for him there was no relief ;

He cry'd Life is fweet, and my Life to fave,

Carry me to that Palace, your Will you fhall have.

So then he was carry’d to that Court, and when
Come under the Gate he faw his Lady then
Looking out at her Window, who feeing him there
From Sorrow to great Joy tranfported the were.

He unto the Court was with great Joy received,
Where this Lady met him, who for him had griev'd
And faid, my dear Jewel, my Joy and my Dear,
Oh! Where have you tarry’d, pray let me hear ¢

Where he fo long tarry’d he then did relate,
And by what means he came to her Father’s Gate.

He
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He faid, I was caft over-board in my Sleep,
I think ’twas the Captain threw me in the deep.

With that the Captain was fent for with fpeed,
And hearing the Fator was come there indeed,
To thow himfelf guilty like a cruel Knave, .
Leap'd into the Ocean, which proved his Grave.

Next Day with great triumph and joy as we find,
This Fator and Lady in Marriage was join'd :
And within the compafs and fpace of two Vears,
They had a fine Son and a Daughter we hear.

The Son was firft born a perfet Beauty,

And was belov'd of the whole Family,

When 30 Months old, came that Man for hts Child,
Who releafed the Father from that Defart Ifle.

When the Factor fee him his Eyes they did flow,
Then he gave this Lady and her Parents to know,
He was forced to make him that promife, or lye
In the Defart, till he with Hunger did die.

With a grimly look then this Old Man appears, '
Which made the Court tremble, and fill'd ’em with
Crying, What fhall we do for this is no Man, (fears,
He will have our Darling, do all what we can$

He faid 'twas my promife, and I'll have my due,
There is one Babe for me, and another for you ;
I will have your firft born, come give it to me :
With that all the Family wept bitterly.

The Babe’s Mother cry’d, I am griev'd to the Heart,
To think I with fuch a dear Infant muft part,

To one that will carry it the Lord knows where,
And perhaps in pieces my darling will tear.

With that the embrac’d it, and down the Tears fell,
And when having kiffed it fhe bid it farewel ;

Saying,
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Saying, ’tis for the fake of my Husband and I,
We part with our firft born, tho’ for it we die.

So then this grim Ghoft to her Husband did fay,
Sir, do you remember in Zurkey one Day,

You faw a dead Body lying on the Ground,

And to have it buried gave Fifty Pound.

Sir, I am the Spirit of that dead body,

I faved your Life for that great Love thown to me,
You may keep your Child, fo the Lord blefs you all ;
Then away he vanithed out of the Hall

Being gone the Old Prince and his Princefs likewife,
The Babe’s tender Parents with Tears in their Eyes,
With Joy they embrac'd that darling their Son,

Crying Child hadft thou left us we had been undone.

Now I will leave the Court full of Joy and much Mirth,
To love one another while God gives them Breath,
And now on the Factor we may fee indeed,

No Mortal can prevent what the Fates have decreed

10,




I 0, Or the Metamorphofis.

The Story, or rather the Fableof I O, we owe
to Ovid, Ske was the Daughter of Inachus,
a kandfome Wenck, whom Jupiter meeting
in his way, as ke was vambling upon Earth,
perfwaded her to walk with him out of the
heat of the Sun into a fhady Grove, where,
when he had got her, ke rais'd a thick black
Cloud round ’em, & Rapuit Pudorem,
Jays our Poet. Juno feeing the Cloud, fuf-
petled this was one of her Husband's tricks,
Jor ke bad a pretty many of 'em, and difpell’d
the Cloud ; but before fhe cow'd do it, Jupiter
to conceal his Love, changed her snto a Cow.
Juno wow'd not be thus difappointed of her
Revenge,but commended the beautiful Heifer
much, and had a fancy to ker, and Jupiter
dur/t not, as he valued his Quiet, refufe ker;
the jealous Goddsfs deliver’d her over to the
Cuflody of Argus, who watck'd her very
carefully, and was very capable of doing 1,
Jor ke had a Hundred Eyes, and never lefs
than Fifty of ‘em open at once. Here jfol-
lows in Ovid the defecription of her furprize
and fear, when fhe faw the Metamorphofis
of her Perfon, and heard her Voice, which
our Poet has deferibed in the 7th, 8tk, gz:}
a
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and 10tk Stanzas. Jupiter, not able to fee
her confined fo clofe as Argus kept her, em-

loy'd Mercury, who had the honour of being
kis Pimp General, to delsver her : Mercury
difgusfed himfelf in a Shepherd’s Habit, and

nds means to get acquainded with Argus ;
ketold kim fome finelong Stories, fung Songs,
and play'd upon kis Pipe, till ke lull’d every -
Eye to fleep, and then ke flew kim ; but Juno
in compaffion changed him into a Peacock,
and placed the Eyes upon his Tail. Mean
while poor uxorious Jupiterwheedled his Wife
&l he had got her snto a good humour, and -
then begg’d that I O might bereftored to her
Jformer Shape,whichwasatlaft granted,after
the God had Swore by Styx, and all the
bloody Oaths ke cow'd think of, that ke wow'd
not have any thing more to Jay to her. The .
Nymph prov'd with Child,and ather delsvery
was freed from thofe Terrors fhe was under,
left inflead of being got with Child, fhe was
got with Calf; for this is not the invention
of our Country Man : Ovid tells us, Ina-
chus was under the fame Apprekenfion when
ke cry'd, Nunc de Grege Natus habendus;
and in due time fhe was deliver'd of Epa
phus. Zhus muck for the Fable: As to Me
Song it felf, ’tis unneceflary to fay any thing
of i¢, thofe who have any rele/h for true Hu-
mour, will think it wants no Commendation.
As for thofe who have not, 1 fhall ufe but
one Avgument to convince 'em of its Beauty,
and that's our old Academical Proof; Hpe

dixit
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dixit, for I kave often keard it commended

as an excellent Song, by the bef? }’aa"ge n
England.

OU Maidens fair draw nigh and hear,
I For a wonderful Story I’ll tell you now,
ow Inachus loft his Daughter dear ;
Poor Girl fhe was turned into a Cow,
With a fal lal la, &c.

‘This Virgin's Name it was 7O height,
As the Clark in the Parith-Book does fay,
A Maiden fo fair, fo fine and fo bright ;
You fhall not fee in a Summer’s Day.
With a fal lal la, &c.

Her Father was one of the River Gods,
And the Waters of Sezern he only look'd after ;
But better it had been for him by odds,
This once to have watch’d his Daughter's Water.
With a fal lal la, &c.

For the was the Off-fpring of a River,
As mott of our ancient Records tell ;
And the beft Commendation that they cou’d give her
Was that the made Water wond’rous well
With ker fal lal la, &c.

At which one Day when Fupiter found her,

A Whorefon very much given to the Vice,
He took her and laid her as flat as a Flounder,
And whip’d off her Maidenhead in a trice.

With kis fal lal la, &c.

And to hide it from Funo his Wife,
As arrant a Scold as ever was born ;
What did he do for a quiet Life ;
But poor 70 into a Cow did transform.
Witk a fal lal la, &c.

The
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The firft thing that troubled her was her Pallat,
So mightily chang’d fhe cou’d not tell how ;
For nothing wou'd down with her now but a Sallet,
And the cou’d eat Grafs as well as a Cow.
With a fal, &c.

Then finding a rumbling in her Belly,
And letting a Fart as loud as a Gun, -
Her Trouble impoffible 'tis for to tell you,
She fancied poor Maid fhe was quite undone.
Witk a fal lal la, &c. :

Alas poor Maid, and more beguil'd
Tha.neverwasVugm fure by half ;
O’ my Confcience, inftead of gettmg me with Child,
This rafcally Rogue he has got me with Calf.
Witk kis fal lal la, &c. . .

And then letting drop a fomething behind,
And turning her felf about for to fee't,
Inftead of the Cough the expeéted to find,
"Twas as flat a Cow-t-d as ever was fh-t.

Witk a fal lal la, &c.

And now you Maidens all beware,
Whether of City, Country, or Court ;.
Of this to take efpecial Care, :
And fee that you be not Cow’d at the Sport.
With your jfal lal la, &c.

And for the marry’d Woman fhe will,
Of this my Counfel will allow ;
Rather to make her Husband a BuZ,
Than fuffer her Husband to make her a Cow.
With his fal lal la, &c.
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The Fiddle.

OU Ladds,and you Laffes, that live at long Lete,
Where they fay, there’s no end of good Drink,
(and good Meat ;
‘Where -the Poor fill their Bellies, and the Rich re-
(ceive Honour ;
So Great and fo Good is the Lord of that Mannour,
Derry Down, &c..

You Nymphs, and you Fauns, that inhabit this Place,

I pray you give Ear to a Fiddle’s hard Cafe :

It is of a Fiddle, fweet Fiddle, I Sing, :

But Sweeter, and Softer, fure never wore String,
Derry, &c.

Mejpomene, 1end me the Aid of thine Art,

While I, thtg\'e fad Fate of a Fiddle impart ;

For never poor Fiddle had Fortune fo bad,
Which fhews the beft Things, the worft Fortune have

_ (had. Derry, &c.
But firft, I muft Sing of this Fiddle’s Country ;
*Twas born, and bred up in fair Jzaly,
In a Town where a Marefchal of France did mifhap,
Fortune dela Guerre,to be caughtin a Trap, Derry, &c.

And now I have Sung of this Fiddle’s high Birth,

I muft Sing of the Fingers which made fo much Mirth ;
But Fingers fo ftrait, o fwift and fo fmall,

Shou'd be fung by a Poet, ornot fung at all Derry. &c.

But I am nought elfe but a poor Country Swain,
And cannot indite in fo lofty a Strain ; Bu
- But
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But the beft I can fay, I tell you once more,
Such Hands, and fuch Fingers, I ne'er faw before.
(Derry, &c.

Thefe Hands and thefe Fingers, and Fiddle together,

Wou'd make heavy Hearts grow as light as a Feather ;

Such a fight for to fee, and Mufick to hear,

It delighted the Eye, while it ravith'd the Ear.
(Derry, &c.

And now I have fung of this Fiddle I trow,

You will hold it but meet, I thou’d Sing of the Bow ;

The Bow was of KEbbon, whofe Virtue was fuch,

That it wounded the Heart, while the Ear it did
(touch. Derry, &c.

Cupid fain wou'd have changed his Bow for a while,
To whom the Coy Nymph did reply with a Smile ;
Quoth fhe, mine is better than yours I'll appeal ;
Yours only can kill, mine can both kill and heal
(Derry, &c.

This Fiddle of Fiddles, when it came to be tried,

Was as fweet as a Larke, and as foft as Bride ;

But oh ! when I fhall its Cataftrophe Sing,

Your Hearts they will bleed, and your Hands you
(will wring. Derry, &c.

This Fiddle by chance, it was laid in a Chair,

Taking all for its Friends that its Mufick did hear;

When in came a fwinging huge Mafculine Bum,

I with the De’il had it to make him a Drum.
(Derry, &c.

Then woe to the Bum that the Fiddle demolifh’d,
Which has all our Pleafures and Paftime abolifh’d ;
May it never want Birch to be fwig'd and be flath’d,
May it ever be Itching, but never be fcratch’d.
(Derry, &c.
For
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For e’ery Bum fcape may this bear the blame,
And ne'er thew its bare Face, withqut Sorrow and

(Shame, .

May it never find Cufthion its anguifh to eafe,
While all is too little my Wrath to appeafe,
(Derry, &ec.

May it never break Wind in the Cholick fo grievous,
A Pennance too finall for a Crime fo mifchievous :
May it never mount Horfeback without lofs of Leather,
Which brings me almoft to the end of my Feather.

(Derry, &ec.

Now fhou’d fome grave Critick of deep Penetration,

Fall upon my poor Ballad with wife Annotation ;

Let the Fop be told this, without fpeaking a Riddle,

Let him firft make a better, or kifs my Bum-Fiddle.
Derry Down, Down, and hkey Derry Down.

G

- William
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Tke Broom of Cowdenknow.

Ow blyth ilk Morn was I to fee
The Swain come o'er the Hill ?
e skipt the Burn, and flew to me
I met him with good Will.
O the Broom, the bonny, bonny Broom,
The Broom of Cowdenknows ;
Iu;gb I were with my dear Swain,
ith kis Pipe and my Ews.

I neither wanted Ew nor Lamb,
While his Flock near me lay;
He gather'd in my Sheep at Night,

And chear’d me a’ the Day.
O the Broom, &c.

HE tun’d his Pipe and Reed fae fweet,
The Burds ftood liftning by ;

Even the dull Cattle ftood and gaz'd,
Charm’d with his Melody.

O the Broom, &c.

WHILE thus we fpent our Time by Turns,
Betwixt our Flocks and Play ;

I envy'd not the faireft Dame,
Tho' ne'er fae rich and gay.

O the Broom, &c.

HARD Fate that I fhou'd banifh’d be,
Gang heavily and moumn,

Becaufe I lov'd the kindeft Swain
That ever yet was born.

O the Broom, &c.
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He did oblige me ev'ry Hour,
Cou’d I but faithfu’ be ?

He flaw my Heart, cou'd I refufe
What €’er he ask’d of me ?

O the Broom, &c.

My Doggie and my little Kit *
That held my wee Soup Whey,

My Plaidy, Broach and crooked Stick,
May now ly ufelefs by.

O the Broom, &c.

Adieu, ye Cowdenknows, adieu,
Farewel a’ Pleafures there,

Ye Gods reftore to me my Swain,
Is a’ I crave or care.

O the Broom, the bonny, bonny Broom,
The Broom of Cowdenknows ;

I wifh I were with my dear Swain,
With kis Pipe and my Ews.

Muirland



Mu¥land Willie,

Arken and I will tell you how
Young Muirland Willie came to woo,
o’ he cou'g neither fay nor do,
The Truth I tell to you.
But ay he cries, What €’er betide,
Maggy I'fe ha'e her to be my Bride.
Witk a fal dal, &c. .

On his gray Yad as he did ride,
With Durk and Piftol by his Side,
He prick'd her on wi' mikle Pride,
Wi’ mikle Mirth and Glee.
Out o’er yon Mofs, out o’er yon Muir,
Till he came to her Dady’s Door,
Witk a fal dal, &c.

Goodman, quoth he, be ye within,
I'm come your Doghter’s Love to win,
I care no for making mikle Din,

What Anfwer gi’ ye me?
Now Wooer, quoth he, wou'd ye light down,
I'fe gi'e ye might Doghter’s Love to win,
With a fal dal, &c.

Now Wooer fin ye are lighted down, -
Where do ye won, or in what Town,
I think my Doghter winna gloom,

On fiken a Lad as ye.
The Wooer he ftep'd up the Houfe,
And wow but he was wond'rous croufe,
Witk a fal, &c.

I have
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I have three Owfen in a Pleugh, |
Twa good gan Yads and Gear enough,
The Place they ca’ it Cadencugh,

I fcomn to tell a Lie.

Befides I had frae the great Laird,
A Peat Pat and a Lang-kail Yard,
Witk a fal, &c.

The Maid pat on her Kirtle brown,
She was the brawetft in a’ the Town,
I wat on him fhe did na gloom,

But blinkit bonnilie.

The Lover he ftended up in hafte,
And gripit her hard about the Waitt,
Witk a fal, &c.

To win your Love, Maid, I'm come here;
‘T'm young and hae enough o’ Gear,
And for my fell ye need na fear,
Troth try me whan ye like.
Hetook aff his Bonnet andfpat in hisChew,
He dighted his Gab and he pri'd her Mou’
With a fal, &c.

The Maiden blufht and bing’d fu’ law,
She had na Will to fay him na,
But to her Dady fhe left it a’,

As they twa could agree.
The Lover he ga’e her the tither Kifs,
Syne ran to her Dady and tell'd him this,
With a fal, &c.

Your Doghter wad na fay me na,
But to your fel fhe has left it a’
As we could gree between us twa,

Say what'll ye gi’ me wi’ her.
Now Wooer, quo’ he, I ha'e no Mikle,
But fiks I ha’e ye's get a Pikle,
With a fal, &c.

17

A Kilnfu'
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A Kilnfu' of Corn I'll gi'e to thee,
Three Soums of Sheep, twa good Milk Ky,
Ye's ha'e the Wadding Dinner free,

Troth I dow do na Mair.

Content, quo’ he, a Bargain be't,
I'm far frae hame, make hafte let’s do'’t,
Witk a fal, &c.

The Bridal Day it came to pafs,
Wi’ mony a blythfome Lad and Lafs,
But ficken a Day there never was,

Sic Mirth was never feen.
This winfom Couple ftraked Hands,
Mefs Fokn ty'd up the Marriage Bands,
With a fal, &c.

And our Bride’s Maidens were na few,
Wi’ Tap-Knots, a’ in blew,
Frae Tap to Tae they were braw new,
And blinked bonnilie.
Their Toys and Mutches were fae clean,
They glanced in our Ladfes Een,
With a fal, &c.

Sic Hirdum, Dirdum, and fic Din,
Wi’ he o’er her and fhe o’er him,
The Mintftrels they did never blin,

Wi’ mikle Mirth and Glee.

And ay they bobit and ay they beckt,
And ay their Wames together met,
Witk a fal, &c.

XLVL



The Lafs of Peatie’s Mill.

HE Lafs of Peatic's Mill,

So bonny, blyth and gay,
In fpite of all my Skill,
Hath ftole my Heart away.
When tedding of the Hay
Bare-headed on the Green,
Love 'midft her Locks did play,
And wanton’d in her Een.

Her Arms white, round and fmooth,

Breafts rifing in their Dawn,

To Age it wou'd give Yoauth,

To prefs ’em with his Hand.

Thro’ all my Spirits ran

An Extafy of Blifs,

When I fuch Sweetnefs fand

Wrapt in a balmy Kifs.

. Without the Help of Art,
Like Flowers which grace the Wild,
She did her Sweets impart,
When e’er the fpoke or fmil'd.
Her looks they were fo mild,
She me to Love beguil'd,
I wifh'd her for my Bride.

O had I all that Wealth
Hoptoun's high Mountains fill,

M Infur'd
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Infurd long Life and Health,
And Pleafures at my Will ;
T'd promife and fulfill,
That none but bony fhe,
The Lafs of Peattic’s Mill
Shou'd fhare the fame wi’ me.




Befly Bell and Mary Gray.

By Bell and Mary Gray,

They are twa bonny Lafles, -
They bigg’d a Bower on yon Burn brae,
And theek’d it o’er wi’ Rathes.
Fair Befly Bell 1 100’d Yeftreen,
And thought I ne’er cou’d altar :
But Mary Gray’s twa pawky Een,
They gar my Fancy falter.

Now Befy's Hair's like a Lint Tap,
She fmiles hke a May Moming,
When Phabus Rarts frae Thatis’ Lap,
The Hills with Rays adorning :
White is her Neck, faft is her Hand,
Her Wafte and Feet’s fow genty,
With ilka Grace fhe can command,
Her Lips, O wow ! they’re dainty.

And Mary's Locks are like the Craw,
Her Eye like Diamonds glances,
She’s ay fa clea.n, redd up and braw,
She kills wen €’er the dances :
Blyth as a Kid, with Wit at Will,
She blooming nght and tall is
And guides her Airs fae gracefu' ftill,
O Fove! the’s like thy Palas.

Dear Befly Bell and Mary Gray,
Ye unco’ fair opprefs us
Our Fancies jee between you twa,
Ye are fic bonny Laffes :

M2 Wae's

ae - A s i
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Wae’s me | for baith I canna get,
To ane by Law we're ftented ;
Then I'll draw Cuts, and take my Fate,
And be with ane contented.

Bony
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Bony CHRISTY.

OW fweetly fmells the Simmer green ? .
Sweet tafte the Peach and Cherry ;
Painting and Otder pleafe our Een,
And Claret makes us merry :
But fineft Colours, Fruits and Flowers,
And Wine, tho’ I be thirfty,
Lofe a’ their Charms and weaker Powers
Compar'd with thofe of Chrifly.

When wandring o’er the flow’ry Park,
No nat'ral Beauty wanting ;

How lightfome is’t to hear the Lark,
And Birds in Confort chanting :

But if my Ckrifly tunes her Voice,
I'm rap’t in Admiration,

My Thoughts with Extafies rejoice,
And drap the hale Creation. -

When €’er fhe fmiles a kindly Glance,
I take the happy Omen,

And aften mint to take Advance,
Hoping fhe’ll prove a Woman :

But dubious of my ain Defert,
My Sentiments I fmother,

With fecrets Sighs I vex my Heart,
For fear fhe love another.

Thus fang blate £dé by a Burn,
His C/rifly did o’erhear him,

She doughtna let her Lover mourn,
But e’er he wift drew near him.

She fpake her Favour with a Look,
thch left nae Room to doubt her.

M3 He



[ 246 ]

He wifely this white Minute took,
And flang his Arms about her.

My Ckrifly \—witnefs, bony Stream,
Sic Joys frae Tears arifing,

I with this may na be a Dream ;—
O Love the maift furprifing !

Time was too precious now for Tauk,
This Point of 2’ his Wifhes,

He wadna with fet Speeches bauk,
But wair'd it a on Kiffes.

Scornfu’



Scornfd NANSY.

Anfy’s to the Green Wood gane,
To hear the Gowdypinks chatring,

And Willie he has followed her,

To win her Love by flat’ring :
‘But a’ that he cou’d fay or do,

She geck’d and fcorned at him,
And ay when he began to woo,

She bad him mind wha gat him.

What ails ye at my Dad, quoth he,
My Minny or my Aunty,

With Crowdy Mowdy. they fed me,
Lang-Kail and Ranty Taunty :

With Bannocks of good Barly Meal,
Of thae there was right Plenty,

With chapped Stocks fou butterd well,
And was not that right dainty.

Altho my Father was nae Laird,
*Tis Dafine to be vaunty,

He keepit ay a good Kail Yard,
-A Ha’ Houfe and a Pantrie:

A good blew Bonnet on his Head,
An Owrlay 'bout his Cragy,

And ay until the Day he died,
He rade on good Shanks Nagy.

Now Wae and Wander on your Snout,
Wad ye ha'e bony Nan/y,

Wad ye compare ye'r fell to me,
A Docken till a Tanfie.

M 4 I have
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I have a Woer of my ain,
They ca’ him fouple Sandy,

And well I wat his bony Mou
Is fweet like Sugar-Candy.

Wow Nanfy what needs a’ this Din,
Do I not ken this Sandy?
I’'m fure the Chief of a’ his Kin
Was Rab the Beggar Randy :
His Minny Meg upo’ her Back
Bare baith him and his Billy;
Will ye compare a nafty Pack
To me your winfome Wzly.

My Gautcher left a good braid Sword,
Tho’ it be auld and rufty,

Yet ye may take it on my Word,
It is baith ftout and trufty;

And if I can but get it drawn,
Which will be right uneafy,

I thall lay baith my Lugs in Pawn,
That he fhall get a Heezy.

Then Nanfy turn’d her round about,
And faid did Sandy hear ye,
Ye wadna mifs to get a Clout,
I ken he difna fear ye:
Sae had ye’re Tongue and fay nae mair,
. Set fomewhere elfe your Fancy;
For as lang’s Sandy's to the fore
Ye never fhall get NVan/y.

Slighted



L. Slighted NANSY.

To the Tune of Zke Kirk wad let me be.

’ IS I have feven braw new Gowns,
And ither feven better to mak,

And yet for 2’ my new Gowns,

My Wooer has turn’d his Back.

Befides I have feven Milk Ky,
And Sandy he has but three ;

And yet for 2’ my good Ky,
The Laddie winna ha’e me.

My Dady’s a Delver of Dikes,
My Mither can Card and Spin,
And I am a fine fodgel Lafs,
And the Siller comes linkin in,
The Siller comes linkin in,
And it is fou fair to fee,
And fifty Times wow ! O wow !
What ails the Lads at me.

When ever our Bauty does bork,
Then faft to the Door I rin,
To fee gin ony young Spark
Will light and venture but in:
But never a ane will come in,
Tho’ mony a ane gaes by,
Syne far Ben the Houfe I rin,
And a weary Wight am I

When I was at my firt Pray’rs,
I pray’d but anes i'the Year,

Ms

I with'd
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I with'd for a handfome young Lad,
And a Lad with muckle Gear.
When I was at my neift Prayers,
I pray’d but now and than,
I fath’d na my Head about Gear,
If I gat a handfome young Man.

Now when I'm at my laft Prayers,
" I pray on baith Night and Day,

And O if a Beggar wad come,
With that fame Beggar I'd gae.

And O and what'll come o’'me,
And O and what'll I do,

That fic a braw Laffie as I’
Shou’d die for a Wooer I trow.

LI,



LI. Down the Burn Dauvz,

HEN Trees did bud and Fields were green,
And Broom bloom'd fair to fee:
en Mary was complete fifteen,
And Love laugh’d in her Eye,
Blyth Dgvie's Blinks her Heart did move
To fpeak her Mind thus free,
Gang down the Burn Davie, Love,
And I fhall follow thee.

Now Davie did each Lad furpafs
That dwelt on this Burnfide,

And Mary was the bonnieft Lafs,
Juft meet to be a Bride;

Her Cheeks were rofie red and white,
Her Een were bonny blue ;

Her Looks were like Aurora bright,
Her Lips like dropping Dew.

As down the Burn they took their way,

. What tender Tales they faid ;

His Cheeks to hers he aft did lay,
And with her Bofom play’d,

Till baith at length impatient grown,
To be mair fully blett,

In yonder Vale they lean’'d them down;
Love only faw the reft.

*«~ What pafs'd, I guefs, was harmlefs Play,
And naething fure unmeet ;

For,
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For, ganging hame, I heard them fay,
They lik’d a wa'k fae fweet ;
And that they aften thould return
Sic Pleafure to renew.
Quoth Mary, Love, I like the Burn,
And aye fhall follow you.

LIIL
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AT A AT

LIL The Bufh aboon 73 yaguair.

I l EAR me, ye Nymphs, and every Swain,

I'll tell how Pgggy grieves me,
Tho' thus I languifh, thus complain,
Alas, fhe ne’er believes me. -
My Vows and Sighs lik filent Air,
Unheeded never move her;
At the bonny Buth aboon Z7raguair,
"Twas there I firft did love her.

That Day fhe fmil'd, and made me glad,

No Maid feem'd ever kinder,
I thought myfelf the lackieft Lad,
So fweetly there to find her.
I try’'d to footh my am’rous Flame,
In Words that I thought tender :
If more there pafs’d, I'm not to blame,
I meant not to offend her.

Yet now fhe fcornful flies the Plain,
The Fields we then frequented,

If e'er we meet, the fhews Difdain,
She looks as ne’er acquainted.

The bonny Bufh bloom’d fair in May,
Its Sweets I'll ay remember ;

But now her Frowns make it decay,
It fades as in December.

Ye Rural Powers, who hear my Strains,
Why thus fhould Peggy grieve me

Oh'!
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Oh | make her Partner in my Pains,
Then let her Smiles relieve me.

If not, my Love will turn Defpair,
My Paffion no more tender ;

I'll leave the Bufh aboon Zragwsasr,
To lonely Wilds I'll wander.

LIIL



Maggies Tocher.

To its ain Tune.

H E Meal was dear fhort fyne,
We buckl'd as a’ the gither ;
And Magpie was in her Prime,
When Willy made Courtfhip till her.
Twa Piftals charged beguefs,
To gi've the courting Shot ;
And fyme came ben the Lafs,
Wi’ Swats drawn frae the Butt.
He firft fpeer'd at the Guidman,
And fyne at Giles the Mither,
And ye wad gi's a bit Land,
We'd buckle us een the gither, Jo.

.My Daughter ye fall hae,
I’ll gyou her be the Hand ;
But I'll part wi’ my Wife be my Fae,
Or I part wi’ my Land.
Your Tocher it fall be good,
There’s n ane fall ha’e its Maik,
The Lafs bound in her Snood,
And Crummie wha kens her Stake =
With an auld Pedden o’ Claiths,
Was left me be my Mither,
They’re jet black o’er wi’ Fleas,
Ve may cudle in them the gither, Jo.
Ye fpeak right well, Guidman,
But ye maun mend your Hand,

And think 0’ Modefty,
Gin ye'll no quat your Land :

18

We
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We are but young ye ken,

And now we're gawn the gither,

A Houfe is butt and benn,

And Crummie the’ll want her Fother.
The Bairns are coming on,

And theyll cry O their Mither,

We ha'’e nowther Pot nor Pan,

But four bare Legs the gither, Jo.

Your Tocher’s be good enough,
For that ye need na fear,
Twa good Stilts to the Pleugh,
An ye your fell maun fteer :
Ye fall ha'e twa good Pocks,
That anes were o' the Tweel,
The tane to had the Grots,
The ither to had the Meal,
With an auld Kift made o’ Wands,
And that fall be your Coffer,
W’ Aiken Woody Bands,
And that may had your Tocher, Jo.

Confider well, Guidman,
We ha'e but borrow’d Gear,
The Horfe that I ride on
Is Sandy Wilfon's Mear :
The Sadle’s nane o’ my ain,
And thae’s but borrow’d Boots,
And whan that I gae hame-
1 maun tak me to my Coots.
The Cloak is Geordy Watts,
That gars me look fae croufe ;
Come fill us a Cog o’ Swats,
We'll mak na mair toom Rufe, Jo.

I like ye well young Lad,
For telling me fae plain,

I married when little I had
* O’ Gear that was my ain.

But
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But fin that Things are fae,
The Bride the maun come furth,
Tho’ a the Gear fhe'll ha'e,
It'1l be but little worth.
A Bargan it maun be,
Fy cry on Giles the Mither:
Content am I, quoth fhe,
FE’en gar the Hiffie come hither.
The Bride fhe gade till her Bed,
The Bridegroom he came till her
The Fidler crap in at the Fit,
And they cudl'd it a thegither, Jo.
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Attt bbbttt

Throw the Wood Laddie.

Sandy, why leaves thou thy Nely to mourn %
Thy Prefence cou'd eafe me,
When naithing can pleafe me.
Now dowie I figh on the Bank of the Burn,
Or throw the Wood Laddie until thou return.

Tho’ Woods now are bonny, and Mornings are clear,
While Lavrocks are finging,
And Primrofes fpringing ;
Yet nane of them pleafes my Eye or my Ear ;
When throw the Wood Laddie ye dinna appear.

That I am forfaken, fome fpare no to tell ;
I'm fafh’d wi’ their Scorning,
Baith Ev’'ning and Mormng ;
Their Jeering gaes aft to my Heart wi’ a Knell ;
When throw the Wood Laddie I wander my fel].

Then ftay, my dear Szndy, no langer away,
But quick as an Arrow,
Hafte here to thy Marrow,
Wha's living in Langour till that happy Day ;
When throw the Wood Laddie we'll dance, fing, and

(play.

e
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CSTECSTE TR S S RS S S SR8
The Gaberiunzie-Man.

HE pauky auld Carle came o’er the Lee
Wi'many Good-¢’ens and Days to me
Saying, Goodwife, for your Courtefie,
Will ye lodge a filly poor Man.
The Night was cauld, the Carle was wat,
And down ayont the Ingle he fat ;
My Daughter’s Shoulders he ’gan to clap,
And cadgily ranted and fang ;

O wow, quo’ he, were I as free,

As firft when I faw this Country,

How blyth and merry wad I be
And I wad never think lang.

He grew canty, and fhe grew fain ;

But little did her auld Minney ken

What thir flee twa togither were fay’n,
When wooing they were fa thrang.

And O, quo’ he, ann ye were as black,
As e’er the Crown of your Dady’s Hat,
*Tis I wad lay thee by my Back,

And awa wi’ me thou thou'd gang.
And O, quoth fhe, ann I were as white,
As e’er the Snaw lay on the Dike,

I'd clead me braw, and Lady-like,

And awa with thee I'd gang.

Between the twa was made a Plot;
They raife a wee before the Cock,
And wyliely they fhot the Lock,
And faft to the Bent are they gane. v
p
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Up the Mom the auld Wife raife,
And at her Leafure put on her Claiths,
Syne to the Servants Bed fhe gaes

To fpeer for the filly poor Man.

She gaed to the Bed, where the Beggar lay,
The Strae was cauld, he was away,
She clapt her Hands, cry’d, Waladay,

For fome of our Gear will be gane.
Some ran to Coffers, and fome to Kifts,
But nought was ftown that cou’d be mift,
She danc'd her lane, cry’d, Praife be bleft,

I have lodg'd a leel poor Man.

Since naithings awa, as we can learn,

The Kirn’s to kirn; and Milk to eamn,

Gae butt the Houfe, Lafs, & waken my Bairn,
And bid her come quickly ben.

The Servant gade where the Daughter lay,

The Sheets was cauld, fhe was away,

And faft to her Goodwife can fay,
She’s aff with the Gaburlunzie-Man.

O fy gar ride, and fy gar rin,

And haft ye find thefe Traitors again ;

For fhe's be burnt, and he’s be flain,
The wearyfou Gaberlunzie Man.

Some rade upo Horfe, fome ran a fit,

The Wife was wood, and out o’er wit ;

She cou’d na gang, nor yet cou'd fhe ﬁt,
But ay fhe curs’d and fhe ban'd.

Mean Time far hind out o’er the Lee,
Fou fnug in a Glen where nane cou'd fee,
The twa with kindly Sport and Glee,

Cut frae a new Cheefe 2 Whang.
The Priving was good, it pleas'd them baith,
To lo’e her for ay, he gae her his Aith.
Quo’ fhe, to leave thee, I will be laith,

My winfome Gaberlunzie Man.
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O kend my Minny I were wi’ you,
Illfardly wad fhe crook her Mou,
Sic a poor Man fhe'd never trow,

After the Gaberlunzie-Man.
My Dear, quo’ he, ye’r yet o’er young ;
And ha’ na learn’d the Beggar's Tongue,
To follow me frae Town to Town,

And carry the Gaberlunzie on.

Wi’ Kauk and Keel, I'll win your Bread,
And Spindles & whorles for them wha need,
. Whilk is a gentle Trade indeed
To carry the Gaberlunzie—o.
I'll bow my Leg and crook my Knee,
And draw a black Clout o’er my Eye,
A Criple or Blind they will ca’me,
While we fhall be merry and fing.

The



To the Tune of, Zhe Boat-Man.

E Gales that gently wave the Sea,
And pleafe the canny Boat-Man,
Bear me frae hence, or bring to me
My brave, my bonny Scot-Man,
In haly Bands
We join'd our Hands,
Yet may not this difcover,
While Parents rate
A large Eftate
Before a faithfu’ Lover.

But I loor chufe in Highland Glens
To herd the Kid and Goat—Man,
E'er I cou'd for fic little Ends
Refufe my bonny Scof— Man.
Wae worth the Man
Wha firft began
The bafe ungenerous Fathion,
Frae greedy Views
Love’s Art to ufe,
While Strangers to its Paffion.

Frae foreign Fields my lovely Youth,
Hafte to thy longing Lafiie,
Wha pants to prefs thy bawmy Mouth,
And in her Bofom hawfe thee.
Love gi'es the Word
Then hafte on Board,
Fair Winds and tenty Boat-Man,
Waft o'er, waft o'er
Frae yonder Shore
My blyth, my bonny Scor—Man.



Genty 7764y, and fonfy Nelly.

To the Tune of, 7¥by Fowler in the Glen.

TIBB ¥ has a Store of Charms,

Her genty Shape our Fancy warms,
How ftrangely can her fma white Arms

Fetter the Lad, wha looks but at her?
Frae ’er Ancle to her flender Wafte,

Thefe Sweets conceal’d invite to dawt her,
Her rofie Cheek and rifing Breatft,

Gar ane’s Mouth gufh bowt fou’ o’ Water.

NELLY's gawly, faft and gay,
Freth as the lucken Flowers in May,
Ilk ane that fees her cries 44 key/
She’s bonny, O I wonder at her!
The Dimples of her Chin and Cheek,
And Limbs fae Plump, invite to dawt her,
Her Lips fae fweet, and Skin fae fleek,
Gar mony Mouths befide mine water.

Now ftrike my Finger in a Bore,
My Wyfon with the Maiden fhore,
Gin I can tell whilk I am for,

When thefe twa Stars appear thegither.
O Love ! why doft thou gi’e thy Fires
_ Sae large, while we're oblig'd to neither ?
Our fpacious Sauls immenfe defires,

And ay be in a hankerin Swither.

T'IB B Y'’s Shape and Airs are fine,
And Nelly's Beauties are divine ;
But fince they canna baith be mine,
- Ye Gods give Ear to my Petition,
Provide a good Lad for the tane,

But let it be with this Provifion,
I get the other to my lane,

In Profpeét plano and Fruition.

FINIS.
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